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FATHERLAND 



Calum non animum mutant ^ qui trans mare cununt. 

Hor. Epl., I. ii. 27. 

What is this English Fatherland ? 
Where do its lasting landmarks stand ? 
Not only in these isles of rain 
Which float in the Atlantic main, 
Where clouds are frequent — suns are rare, 
And winds are strong — not only there ! 

Not only where the tempests roar 

Around the rocks of Labrador, 

Or where the lengthening billows roll 

In icy pastures to the Pole, 

Where Arctic winters, bleak and bare, 

Perpetual reign — not only there ! 

Not only where the sun beguiles 
The children of the Western isles. 
Where Siren breezes woo the sail, 
To rend in Caribbean gale, 
And Orinoco's steeds uprear 
Their fleecy manes — not only there I 
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Not only where the seas enthral 

The wild Kaffraria, or Natal ; 

Or where Antarctic whirlwinds post 

Along the vast Australian coast ; 

Or linger round Tasmania fair, 

With sounds of home — not only there ! 

Not only where the fountains play 
In Cashmere, and the Himalaye, 
Where Ganges, Indus, downward pour 
Their golden streams to either shore, 
And soft Ceylon perfumes the air, 
With spicy gales — not only there ! 

Nor tyrant sea, nor slavish land, 
Restrict our English Fatherland \ 
Nor rivers bound, nor lakes divide, 
Nor mountains sever in their pride, 
Tis vain to ask, or answer Where ? 
It is not here — it is not there ! 

Tis where the fire of Freedom starts 
From steady eyes and stedfast hearts, 
Which, when the waves of license roll, 
Upheave the rock of self-control, 
To stem, to shelter, and to bear, 
Our English Fatherland is there ! 



Fatherland 

Where'er we stand, where'er we range, 
Our soil, but not our soul, we change ; 
Where hearts are true, and eyes are pure, 
And hands are firm, and faith is sure ; 
Where life is sacred, love is grand, 
That is our English Fatherland ! 
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FRANCE IN 1870 

What form is this in midnight gale, 
Comes drifting down the flood, 

With streaming locks and visage pale, 
And garments rolled in blood ; 

With limbs convulsed and parted lips, 

And eyes ensanguined in eclipse ? 

By restless Seine, on either bank, 
The crowds and cannon roar, 

The daggers gleam, the fetters clank, 
In seas of flame and gore ; 

While fiends, with maledictions hoarse, 

Revile the mute unconscious corse ! 

Can this be she, who lately shone 
In raiment rich and rare ? 

Golconda o'er her bosom strewn, 
Dorado in her hair? 

With witching smiles and magic mien, 

A most inimitable queen ? 



France in 1870 

Can this be she, who decked her brow 
With everchanging flowers ? 

Nor ever cared to reckon how 
She spent her sunny hours ? 

But laughed and danced her life away, 

Still ever graceful — ever gay ? 

Can this be she, so brave and bright, 
Of such consummate tongue, 

That every word she uttered, might 
By other lips be sung, 

WJhile every song she sang was new, 

And every word, she thought was true ? 

Can this be she, who laughed aloud, 

In contumelious pride, 
While all her lovers bent and bowed, 

Obedient at her side, 
And kissed her hem, or cowered and flew, 
If she her dainty dagger drew ? 

O hapless France ! dishevelled, tost 
On Seine's remorseless flood, 

Thou hast discovered, to thy cost, 
The fate of womanhood, 

To trust in man, by man misled, 

Then left deserted, dying, dead ! 



\ 
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Whose was the hand that struck the blow, 
That launched thee on the wave ? 

Was there no human breast to glow, 
To succour and to save ? 

Hadst thou no lover left, to jerk 

Aside the base assassin's dirk ? 

No ! shame and grief ! there scarce was one 
Whose sword would leave its sheath, 

Abandoned by thy foster son 
To ignominious death, 

From that insane, inglorious host 

Who loved thee least — yet owed thee most ! 

The laurels round thy temples wound, 

Have faded on their stem, 
No lingering gleam of light is found 

In thy divinest gem, 
While in thy fixed and starting eyes, 
The spark of very nature dies ! 

For thee no bard, henceforth, shall make 

His hope-inspiring strain, 
That thou shalt e'er to life awake, 

Or loveliness again ! 
For thee no more, the dawn of day 
Shall break, poor piteous castaway ! 



France in 1870 

The rolling and the restless Seine 
Shall drift thee out to sea, 

With all thy pride and all thy pain, 
And all thy bravery, 

Till, slowly, shall thy form subside 

Beneath the rising Teuton tide ! 
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THE RHINE MOUNTAINS 

We sit all down the country — yea, we are 
The country. By our majesty we swear 
We made the river — not the river, us ; 
We bade it circumlave us thus and thus, 
Created it, to keep our granite sweet, 
And moderate our subterranean heat ! 

We are the mountains of the world ; we claim 
The monarchy of mountains ! for we came 
First, out of chaos, and upreared our scalps, 
When all your Andes, Apennines, and Alps 
Were seething in the shelled and fishy flood, 
Or writhing in unmitigated mud ; 
Those juveniles of glaciers and of snow, 
Refuse of lands alluvial and low, 
Mere altitudes, from basest sources sprung, 
Vile upstarts only, insolent and young ! 

These restless ants keep moving, to and fro, 
On logs that once were trees of ours, and blow 
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Their steamy breath, like foul amphibious fish, 
Piled up with all their carrion. Oh ! we wish 
Their fires would burn them, for the creatures grate 
Their claws upon our sides, and congregate 
In clusters on our flanks, constructing cells 
That glare by night like constellated hells, 
Wherein they lurk, spin their cocoons, and breed 
Their noxious offspring ; on our produce feed, 
Get drunk upon our grapes, defile the air, 
And desecrate our glory. 

For we bear 
Upon our breast, the Vine, that makes us glad, 
But makes men drunk ; nor need we ever had 
For all this scratching, every year, with rakes, 
And tying of their tendrils up, on stakes ; 
Without all this, our purple grapes would grow, 
A different race was current long ago, 
Men not like these, but of a different vein 
Oh, would they dwelt upon our tops again ! 
They lurked not in our footings, but besieged 
Our summits and subdued us, and they ridged 
Our foreheads with great fortresses, and towers, 
And palaces that harmonised with ours, 
They scaled us, and they crowned us, and they 

claimed 
Ascendency : not like these men misnamed, 
They issued forth in long bright glittering strings, 
Like dragon-flies, with shining scales and wings, 
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And horny armour, going forth to war 
With glory on them I 

Then was heard afar, 
Along our river, echoes of a kind 
Congenial to our humour, the great wind 
Of battle, and the sharp convulsive clang 
Of steel with steel, while, through our fissures, rang 
The war-cry, with reverberating roar 
Of loosened rocks down thundering on the shore, 
And all our flanks were streaming with a flood 
Riper than grapes, and redder, where men stood 
Or waded, wetshod, in the seas of blood 1 

Then would they turn victorious from the fray, 
Wash, in our river, all the gore away, 
Sound the recall, and rise in sated flocks, 
Flamingo-winged, collecting in the rocks, 
What time, to trumpets, in their lofty halls, 
They hung their battle-axes on the walls, 
Shouted and swore, and clapped each other's crown, 
Sharpened their knives, and, ravenous, sat down, 
With all their harness on them, to refresh 
Their souls with food magnificent ; the flesh 
Of antlered monarchy or the feathered brood 
Of forests, or the fishes of our flood, x 

Compressed our bunches in capacious cup, 
Opened their chests, and lapped the liquor up, 
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With noble roaring, while the minstrels played 
On harps sonorous, that a music made 
Harmonious with the tempest in the trees ; 
And gorgeous women sat upon their knees ; 
Women of girth and force and fortitude, 
The offspring and the parents of the brood, 
Large-eyed, clear-tongued, with limbs like marble 

white, 
And noble torsoes bursting into sight ! 

Then would they sleep and snore, till break of 
morn, 
When summoned forth by waking hound and horn, 
With quivers filled, their buskins they would lace, 
And sally forth in musters to the chase, 
Ride through our forests, charging at the boar, 
Or stringing at the eagle in his soar, 
Transfix the villain wolf upon his lair, 
Or drive the stag, or rally round the bear ! 

A race like theirs, extinct alas ! we vow 
Did no dishonour to our pride ; but now 
Our glory is departed, and our crowns 
Are stained and shattered ! 

Desolation owns 
Our palaces ; their battlements are gone, 
And e'en their vaults are open to the sun ; 
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Their ruined courts are overgrown with weeds ; 

Where giants quaffed, the slimy reptile feeds; 

These miserables go debauching there, 

Suck wine througft straws, contaminate the air 

With noxious smoke, swarm over us, and swing 

Like bloated spiders, stridulate, and sing 

Like feeble crickets, till their females come, 

An J spread their wings, and take the creatures home! 

What is to be the end of this ? We know, 
Nor care, nor reck, nor reckon not, for lo ! 
We sit and still shall sit; though every ant 
Of every age should penetrate and plant 
Antennse on our breast, 'twould not avail ; 
We are not ant-hills I Earthquakes even fail 
To make us tremble ; thunder is our voice, 
And storms our respiration ; we rejoice 
In hurricanes, that harry earth, and drive 
These insects to the cover of their hive ; 
Of every gale that lashes sea, and raves 
To whelm the wretched seamen in its waves, 
We are the authors ! we alone are free 
From geological catastrophe ! 
Inferior conformations may succumb 
To earth's disturbances ; the sea may come 
To sap and undermine them, or the sand 
May drift and overwhelm them, or the hand 
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Of man may quarry them, with powder blow, 
Loose them and level them ; with us, not so, 
For we are granite, and our jagged line 
Athwart the sky shall never cease to shine, 
Bright in the sun and black upon the arc 
Of heaven, with stars resplendent in the dark. 
The gods look down upon us and the ghosts 
Of heroes visit us, while frequent hosts 
Of spirits compass us, and dance at times 
Beneath the moonlit shadow of our limes ! 

We are of every age, rather of none ; 
We have no age — perpetual as the sun ; 
Vast as eternity, we know not time, 
Nor years impugn our majesty sublime ; 
Fixed as the stars, immobile as the sky, 
Unparalleled in our sublimity, 
We sit all down the country — yea, we are 
The country ! 
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LA MORGANATIQUE 

When first they told me that the hour had come 
I long had apprehended, I was dumb 
And opened not my mouth, excefpt to speak 
Words I would not recall. 

Though very weak 
In brooding o'er the past, I am not so 
In musing of the future ; for I know 
Time has no keener weapon left for me 
Than this, which cuts me now adrift from thee ! 

Through all the years that I have been thy wife, 
I never failed to know I held my life 
By a precarious tenure ; other wives 
On similar conditions hold their lives. 
Love fails, death comes, and though there was for me 
Less than the man-prescribed legality, 
I waive it ; this the moment of my wreck, 
Not when thou broke, but when thou wished to break 
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They tell me that thou loved'st her in her youth, 
She, thee, in thine, but sacrificed her truth, 
Herself, and thee, persuaded to become 
The mistress of a more ambitious home 
And older mate, who died and set her free 
To recompense thy long fidelity. 

Yea, this were love indeed, to watch and wait, 
Unbound and patient at the heavenly gate : 
Evading an indissoluble pact, 
Till death had dropped its curtain on the act. 
And yet, while gazing upward to the sky, 
Thou wert not doomed to dull celibacy, 
But kept thy vigil on my willing breast, 
A silver cloud, where thou could'st take thy rest 
Till golden day had circled to its noon, 
Full late for her, for me, alas ! too soon. 
She evermore, I nevermore, to shine ! 
Be still, my heart ! for why should'st thou repine ? 
The children's bread must not be cast aside 
To dogs, and yet the dogs would fain divide 
Crumbs from the master's table, and my soul 
Was grateful for the morsels which it stole 1 
What though my sunshine is dissolved in rain, 
Thy image on my bosom shall remain. 
While the world deemed thee cold, thou wert not cold 
To me, while to that bosom I could hold 

c 
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Thy heart, and knew exactly how it beat, 
And counted its pulsations swift and sweet 

I have my children ; shall I call them thine, 
Or will it desecrate the name divine 
Of father, when they hail thee from afar 
As some far distant but propitious star, 
Beaming with golden largesse on their head ? 
Oh ! would it were a question of mere bread, 
That we might wander forth and take our stand, 
And kiss thy eleemosynary hand, 
Kneel at thy knee and weep away our grief, 
While sueing at thy portal for relief. 
Thou wert too wise for that, too little kind, 
Not that, the conformation of thy mind ; 
The little lives thou gav'st, thou wilt maintain, 
But ah ! thy love, we ne'er shall know again ! 

Tis over now, the life we lived so well, 
Nor mine the mind, upbraiding, to rebel ; 
And yet, I wonder, which would most be thine, 
If all our souls hereafter should combine 
In the great resurrection of the life, 
The half-wived mother, or the childless wife? 
Whate'er the issue, let not lawyers vouch, 
I grudged my blessing to thy nuptial couch ; 
Let no men sneer, or dogs indignant bark, 
Or butting stags disturb thee in thy park ; 
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Let not a leaf by warning winds be stirred, 
To vex the breast to which thou hast transferred 
From mine, the pressure of thy placid cheek ! 
And, if my vision in the night, should speak 
Words of a former meaning, let them pass 
Like dying breath upon unclouded glass ! 
Take now thine ease, and when thy life is spent, 
Remember that thou need'st not to repent ; 
For should we meet in any court of heaven, 
I will be mute — and thou shalt be forgiven ! 



C2 
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FROM THE FUNERAL ORATION OF 

PERICLES 

In short, I say that Athens is the schoolroom of the 
land; 

No task to which Athenians cannot turn an able hand. 

That this is truth, not idle boast invented for the hour, 

Be witnessed by its consequence, her now trans- 
cendant power. 

She only is, when tested, found superior to her fame : 

By her alone an enemy is worsted without blame ; 

To her alone can conquered men be subject without 
shame ; 

Therefore to us, in every age, the tribute shall be paid, 

Of having furnished evidence of all the boast we 
made ; 

No Homer needing we, forsooth, our praises to re- 
hearse, 

Nor any bard to shrine us in exaggerated verse ; 

The sea,tfhe land, that nowhere yet our daring have 
withstood, 

Are everlasting monuments for evil or for good : 
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For such a state as this, it was, these warriors fighting 

fell, 
And ye survivors, so to fall, be also willing well ! 

Such were the men, and so were proved, who in their 

country's need, 
Bore witness to the world they were our countrymen 

indeed 1 
May you, survivors, more successful resolution know, 
But one that bears a front no less unflinching from the 

foe ; 
Not with a view to gain, your intrepidity to vendr- 
A theme for contemplation and descanting without 

end — 
But looking to the grandeur of your state's unmeasured 

sway, 
Grow more and more enamoured of her glory, day by 

day, 
Reflecting, when you deem her great, in admiration 

lost, 
By what it was she gained the proud pre-eminence 

you boast 
How they were bold in spirit, did the duty that they 

knew, 
And felt what shame in action was, who spent their 

blood for you I 
In failure, did not deign to rob their country of its 

prize, 
But offered up their valour in a glad joint sacrifice. 
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And see, while in such fellowship, their lives were 

dearly sold, 
Each for himself has singly gained renown that grows 

not old 1 .... 

A most distinguished tomb is theirs, not this their 

ashes line, 
But that wherein their glories everlastingly recline, 
Imperishable, sacred, to be graved in deed and word, 
Whenever opportunity occasion shall afford. 
Tombs need not the victorious dead, to mark the 

places where, 
The world and its circumference is the great man's 

sepulchre ! 
Not only in their fatherland the epitaphs upstart 
On monuments material, but in earth's remotest part, 
With all there dwells the uninscribed memorial of the 
. heart 1 

Vie then with these, for bliss is freedom, freedom, 

not to yield, 
Nor ever underestimate the fortune of the field \ 
For 'tis not those to whom to live no benefit can 

bring, 
Should, in the combat, life away most prodigally fling ; 
But those who, living, run the risk of changes for the 

worse, 
And suffering such, would feel the most the shame of 

their reverse : 
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Those lofty souls who shudder more at cowardice in 

fight 
Than death unfelt, arresting hope and valour at their 

height 1 

. Wherefore, to you, ye weeping sires and mothers of 
the slain ! 

More comfort than condolence, bears the burthen of 
my strain ; 

You know what tenure 'tis, whereby we hold the breath 
we draw : 

That man is born to trouble, of existence is the law. 

But happy is their lot who to this consummation 
tend, 

Like you, the most distinguished grief, like these, dis- 
tinguished end ! 

To whom has fate been meted out with such con- 
summate skill, 

That what was happy in their life, in death were happy 
still ? 

Twere hard, I know, to argue this philosophy with 
those 

Whose wounds, at sight of happier fate, will oftentimes 
unclose ; 

And sorrow comes, not when an unknown blessing is 
removed, 

But when we lose the thing we knew the value of, 
and loved 
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This be the hope to you who still such hope may 

entertain, 
To breed a new Nobility, to bear such sons again ! 
So, in your love for those, you shall lament for these 

no more, 
And populate your native land twice generously o'er. 

And ye whose age precludes such hope, be solaced 

by the thought 
That all your life was gain before, that what remains 

is short ; 
And cheer you in your children's fame so fair, though 

dearly bought ! 
False is the cruel calumny by base detractors told, 
That age, in all its helplessness, has only love for gold, 
The love of honour is the love that never groweth 

old! 

But you, I feel, ye orphan sons and brethren of the 

slain, 
In vieing with the dead, a disadvantage will sustain. 
To praise a man when he is gone, the world is ever 

glad, 
And you, though great, in lighter estimation will be 

had, 
Tis while we live and struggle, we are marked for 

envy's eye> 
Unanimous and lavish the encomiums when we die. 
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■ 

And lastly, were it blame in me to pass unnoticed 

o'er 
The excellence of woman ; of the loved who are no 

more. 
The widows weep around me, and if they for comfort 

ask, 
My eloquence, I feel, must plead unequal to the task. 
How can I preach philosophy and glory and renown, 
To those whose hearths and household gods and 

hearts are broken down ! 
This only would I dare to urge \ that in a woman's 

breast, 
A silent, secret sorrow is the purest and the best ! 
Great then will be her glory, if she unobtrusive bears 
That sorrow, so that none may see her consecrated 

tears ! 
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THE GREEK MURDERS 

What means this voice of agony, that breaks 
O'er the wide breast of Hellas, and awakes 
Responsive echoes on the Libyan shore, 
Like that tremendous cry of weeping sore 
Once heard on Paxos, when the men were told 
Great Pan was dead — and all the gods of old 
Had vanished in the midnight ? 

Dead indeed* 
Ye gods of Greece ! when such a godless deed 
Was done in your dominions — and these sheep 
Were driven to slaughter in a helpless heap, 
Exposed on Parnes in the wind and rain, 
Never to see their peaceful folds again, 
While all the hireling shepherds stood and saw 
Their fleeces in the wolves' rapacious maw ! 

Where wert thou, Pallas ! when a prey like this 
Was butchered in thy suburbs ? Artemis ! 
Were wert thou, with thy quiver and thy bow? 
And loveliest Aphrodite ! where wert thou ? 
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Hadst thou no pity left, O queen of love ? 
No lightning, O thou great Olympian Jove ? 
No rescue, Hermes ! in thy winged foot ? 
And mighty Phoebus, wherefore wert thou mute ? 

Ye spirits of the past I was it for this 

Ye made a heaven of the Acropolis ? 

Was it for this, ye heroes that are gone, 

Ye bore your trophies to the Parthenon ? 

For this ye gave your rivulets to fame, 

And called your mountains by immortal name ? 

Descend, ye clouds ! on Parnes once again, 
And shroud from vision Phyle's fatal glen ; 
Ilissus ! leave thine ancient runnel dry 1 
And close, Callirhoe ! thy sacred eye 1 
Hymettus ! hide thy summit in thy swarms I 
And blush, Pentelicus ! in shameful storms ! 

Sweet Helicon ! thou consecrated scene ! 
Still bubbling with the fount of Hippocrene, 
Where not a noxious herb or beast is found ; 
Home of the Muses ! vocal with the sound 
Of * bees' industrious murmur ' and the call 
Of Naiads answering by the waterfall 1 
No longer let your headlong torrents break 
In bright cascades to the Copaic lake. 
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Hush all your music I evermore be mute 
The whispering Zephyr and the warbling flute I 
And cease, ye feathered minstrels, from your song, 
Save Philomela piping loud and long ! 



But thou, Cithseron ! where the Furies dwell, 
With cries of blood and Bacchanalian yell ; 
Where howling gales, the savage forests stir 
Of spectral pine or dark sepulchral fir ; 
Where tragedy enacts its awful part, 
With all- the woes that desolate the heart, 
Pentheus, the Theban monarch, fiercely torn 
To pieces, by his mother in thy thorn ; 
And CEdipus — a foundling in thy fogs, 
And rash Actseon mangled by his dogs j _ 
Where brigands lurk, and base assassins hide, 
In gloomy caverns on thy craggy side. 
Let clouds and tempests still surround thy head, 
Thou mountain of the dying and the dead ! 
For there Asopus rises — fatal tide 
To soft Mardonius and his Persian pride, 
Butchered like sheep on wide Platjea's plain, 
Which drank the dust of half a million slain ! 
But oh ! that day, Pausanias 1 hadst thou known, 
Such deed as this would dull thy bright renown, 
PlatKa's fight, perchance, had not been won, 
Nor thine, Miltiades, at Marathon ! 
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Scenes of heroic age, how are ye changed ! 

At last the vanquished Satrap is avenged ! 

No longer shall your tumuli abound 

With spirits of your heroes, and the sound 

Of gods and men contending in the air. 

Henceforth, another vision shall be there, 

For ever gleaming in the fatal glen, 

The spectral images of murdered men ! 

Not theirs the fame in sculptured art to shine, 

Or live for ever in a liquid line ; 

No Homer theirs, their glory to rehearse, 

And shrine their memories in immortal verse ; 

No temples reared, in ecstasy, for them, 

No Pericles, to chant their requiem ! 

No mounds they need, to mark the places where ; 

Humanity shall be their sepulchre. 

Not only in their native churchyards green, 

But everywhere, the monument is seen 

Of men betrayed, who calmly met their fate 

Without a word of anger, or of hate, 

Discoursed of equity, with failing breath, 

And to their murderers justified their death ! 

Land lost to every pride — to every shame — 

Degenerate heir of an immortal fame ! 

We loved thee for thine ancestry — we found 

Thee robbed and ruined, lifeless on the ground ; 

And stooping, with a pity all our own, 

We rescued thee, and gave thee back thy throne. 
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Yea, gave our lives, and thus thou hast repaid 
The sacrifice our Hero Poet made ! 
Ah ! little recked he, in his generous mood, 
The lifeless form for which he gave his blood, 
Would be revived — but, like a viper warm, 
To sting the breast that sheltered it from harm ! 

But ye, young spirits ! rising from the wave, 
To seek elsewhere your glory and your grave, 
Exhausted forms in garments stained with blood, 
Linked in the leash of death's true brotherhood ; 
Whose latest accents linger on our ears, 
Too grand for vengeance — and too sad for tears \ 
While indignation kindles in our eye, 
Ye victims of Boeotian butchery ! 
The voice on Paxos* lonely isle that cried 
Of One who more magnificently died ; 
And whispered Peace with His expiring breath, 
And blessed, like you, His murderers in death, 
Proclaims your blood shall not in vain be shed, 
Nor go ye unrequited to the dead I 
From out your ashes shall arise a flame 
To give to Greece again her glorious name ; 
To light her altars crumbling in the dust 
Qf infamy and misery and distrust, 
*With something of her former light divine, 
To bid her rise once more, break forth and shine, 
And wear again her stained and shattered crown, 
In decency and glory and renown 1 



3i 



. ILION 

(From the Hecuba of Euripides). 

Truce, Ilion, to thine ancient boast, 

* Inviolate ' no more ; 
The lances of the Argive host 

Becloud thy landscape o'er > 
Thy coronet of towers is lost 

Amid the flames of war 1 

Midnight it was, when sleep's soft foot 

On drowsy pinion flies, 
The dancing-girl had left her lute, 

To close her wearied eyes ; 
The chorus-singer's voice was mute, 

Extinct the sacrifice I 

Curled on the couch my husband lay, 

His javelin over head, 
No more, as if for sudden fray, 

Conveniently laid. 
The Argive host had sailed away, 

Twas confidently said. 
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I, in the gold-encircled glass 
That glittered far and wide, 

My last long amber-gleaming tress 
Within its fillet tied, 

Fatigued and faint, about to press 
The pillow at his side. 

When, as devoted Troy slept on, 
Was struck the sudden blow, 
And through her startled streets had flown 

The cheering of the foe — 
* Sons of the Greeks, sack, sack the town, 
' And home at last we go.' 

Forth from the sacred marriage bed, 

My swiftness I incline, 
Bare to the knee, like Spartan maid, 

To chaste Diana's shrine ! 
Ah, me ! how little profited 

Those nimble feet of mine 2 

♦ 

When spared to see my husband lie 

Expiring in his blood, 
When doomed from Ilion's arms to fly 

An exile o'er the flood, 
I felt it was Captivity, 

And fainted where I stood ! 
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Cursed be the fatal Helen ! cursed 

Her direful paramour ! 
Whose nuptials, like some storm-fiend, burst 

Ill-fated Ilion o'er, 
Far from the home where she was nursed, 
May she, like me, for ever thirst 

To see her native shore ! 
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THE DEATH OF SOCRATES 

(From the Phaedo of Plato). 
ECHECRATES 

And wert thou present, Phaedo ! on the day 
When Socrates in prison drank the poison ? 
What said he ? and how died he ? I would know, 
For no Phliasian goes to Athens now ; 

• 

Nor lately hath an Athens man come here ; 
Wherefore we had no clear account of it 
How came so long a time to intervene 
Between his day of trial and his death ? 
Explain it, Phaedo ! 

PHjEDO 

t 
Twas an accident 

The sacred ship for Delos had set sail 

The day before the trial. Through her cruise, 

No public execution can occur. 

Therefore it was that Socrates enjoyed 

In gaol, so long a respite from his fate. 
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ECHECRATES 

But, Phsedo ! tell me what was said or done ; 
Recount the circumstances of his death ; 
Who of his friends were with him ? Was he barred 
From having friends about him when he died ? 
Oh ! say he died, not destitute of friends ! 

PHiEDO 

Echecrates ! he died, not without friends. 
Several of us were present ; and for me, 
No greater pleasure lives than to recall 
That scene, and speak, or hear about the man. 
I was indeed impressed, yet not like one 
Who stands beside the death-bed of a friend. 
The man was happy, O Echecrates ! 
Not only in demeanour, but discourse. 
So nobly and so fearlessly he died, 
So much so, that, to me, he seemed to go 
To Hades, with a destiny divine, 1 

Engaging that he would be happy there, 
If e'er a man may hope to be ! 

For this, 
I did not feel the pity you would think, 
Nor yet a pleasure from his wise discourse. 
An unaccountable sensation came, 

Compounded half of pleasure — half of pain, 

d 2 
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When I remembered he was doomed to die; 
And all were like affected who were there, 
Conversing half in smiles and half in tears. 

Throughout the time that he had lain in ward, 
Our habit had been, every morn, to meet, 
And wait within the court-house, near the gaol, 
Until the doors were opened; then we spent 
Each day conversing with him. But the day 
He died, we, knowing that the ship was in, 
Met earlier than our wont, and had to wait 
While the Eleven were taking off his chains. 
Permitted then to enter, we beheld 
Our Socrates remitted from his bonds ; 
His wife and little child were sitting there, 
And she, on seeing us, began to wail, 
And say the trivial things that women will, 
As ' Socrates ! it is the last time now 
Thy friends will talk with thee, or thou with them.' 
Whereat he said, c Let some one take her home ! ' 
And so she went, and beat herself and wept 

Then he sat up in bed and rubbed his leg. 
And, while he rubbed it, he began to speak 
Of pleasure, the correlative of pain, 
And how they coincide not, but succeed, 
So that a man may never have the one 
Without the other— like a double head, 



The Death of Socrates 37 

And wondered ^Esop had not noticed it, 

And made a fable — how to reconcile 

These warring principles, gods, having failed, 

Transfixed their heads, and made them consequent 

And co-attendant — witnessing his leg, 

In pain before, but now enjoying ease. 

Then by a train of natural argument, 

He led the subject on to suicide, 

And wishfulness, or willingness to die ; 

Decried the one as insubordinate 

To God, our guardian and our safest guide, 

But justified the other, on the score 

Of probability of happiness, 

Proportioned to the body's purity. 

' Philosophy/ he said, ' is but a mode 

Of aiming and pursuing after death ; 

For both have this in common — death divides 

Body and soul — philosophy divides 

Body and mind — the body, both disclaim. 

Why, then, should a philosopher fear death? j 

He is no true philosopher who loves 

Life and the body's pleasures ; for the man 

Who shrinks from death admits his love of life. 

Men oft abstain from pleasure, to secure 

Some other pleasure of more permanence, 

The pleasure being still the crucial test ; 

Whereas the true philosopher pursues 

The abstract essence, not the concrete gain, 
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And he had ever followed up these views, 

(With what success he shortly now would know). 

Therefore he could not grieve at leaving friends 

In this world, being certain, in the next, 

He there would meet good masters and good friends ! 
****** 

With this he closed his argument in aid 
Of immortality, concluding thus : — 
' If souls are then immortal, O my friends ! 
Great need there were in this life, to attain 
The utmost wisdom and the greatest good. 
If death were but deliverance from life, 
The wicked would be gainers in their death; 
But if our spirits shall survive ; 'tis said 
Each must resort to its appointed place, 
Conducted by its Genius, to receive 
A meed commensurate with its desert ! * 

And then he drew a picture of the path 
Which leads to Hades and the nether world ; 
How earth-bound souls flit fondly, lingering round 
Their extinct ashes, lovingly and long, 
Till, torn in anguish forcibly away, 
Abjured and shunned by every soul they meet, 
They wander with their sins upon their head, 
Until they reach their fate-appointed place ; 
While virtuous souls flit lightly down the way, 
With gods for guides and fellow-travellers, 
Until they, too, attain their destined home i 
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' I see,' he said, ' beyond the seas outspread 
Beneath the earth, a most profound abyss. 
By poets titled Tartarus the vast, 
And ultimate reception of the dead, 
The ocean of the stream of Acheron, 
Which drains the deserts of the earth, and nils 
The basin of the Acherusian lake, 
Where souls are, their appointed time, confined, 
Then freed to animate engendered brutes. 

« 

* Another river I perceive', which rolls 
Its dark blue waters to the Stygian lake, 
With turbulence and violence and mud : 
This is the stream called Pyriphlegethon, 
And those who lived a but indifferent life, 
Must launch on Acheron, and there be cleansed 
From all the base impurities of earth ! 
But, after their purgation, may go free, 
To reap the recompense of their deserts ; 
And those whose crimes are not incurable, 
Who sinned, but yet repented of their sins, 
Are plunged, a single year, in Tartarus, 
Then cast up into Pyriphlegethon, 
And carried to the Acherusian lake, 
Where they, by piteous wailing, may invoke 
The victims of their violence, and sue 
For pardon and redemption from their fate; 
And those whose sins are of such magnitude 
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That e'en their souls are deemed incurable, 

Are hurled in Tartarus for evermore ! 

But those who lived a life of holiness, 

Are freed from all the fetters of the world, 

And dwell for ever in celestial plains ; 

And these are they who follow wisdom's law, 

And, being duly purified, shall live 

For ever unembodied, to arrive 

At habitations of a loveliness 

Eye hath not seen — nor ear hath ever heard — 

Nor mortal lips shall venture to describe ! 

' Were it not therefore well, my friends, to strive 
For virtue and for wisdom ; for indeed 
The prize is worthy, and the hope is great 
Such things as I have ventured to describe, 
No man can say are positively true ; 
Yet this, or such as this, shall be the lot 
Of our immortal souls — a noble risk— 
And most enchanting object of desire ! 
Wherefore let every man possess his soul 
In confidence and disregard of life, 
Abjure corporeal ornaments, and strive 
To deck his soul with real jewelry, 
With temperance and justice and with truth, 
With courage and nobility, and wait 
The inevitable summons to begone 
And take his passage to the nether world ! 
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c And you,' he said, 'at no long distant time, 
Shall each receive the summons to depart. 
But now my fate, as tragic authors say, 
Gives warning that 'tis time for me to go 
And take a bath, for it appears to me 
Desirable to bathe before I start, 
And save the women trouble afterwards.' 

Then Crito — Crito, whom he loved so well — 
Enquired of him, what orders he would give 
About his children, or his own affairs. 
To which he answered, c Nothing very new, 
Be careful of yourselves and of your ways, 
Walk in the vestiges of my discourse, 
Live in the recollection of my words, 
So shall ye best oblige both me and mine, 
And bury me, exactly as you like, 
If you can catch me ! ' Smiling at the time, 
And gently looking round on us, he said, 
* I cannot make this Crito understand 
I am that Socrates who would construct 
An argument, for he appears to think 
I shall be dead, and wants to bury me ! 
Surely I have demonstrated in vain 
That, having drunk the poison, I shall live 
No longer, but be gone to join the blest ! 
Though thus I spake, in hope to comfort you, 
Nor less myself. Be ye my sureties then, 
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To Cri to, in recognizance reverse 

Of that he gave my judges, for he balled 

Me to remain, but you be rather bound 

That I shall not remain, but slip away, 

So, when he sees my corse interred, or burned] 

He may not grieve, as if some direful fate 

Had fallen on me, saying, " Socrates 

Is laid out, or is carried to his grave ! " 

Most admirable Cri to ! be assured 

That false expressions are both culpable 

And not a little hurtful to our souls. 

Have courage, then, and say yon will inter 

My body only, buried in a mode 

Agreeable to you and to the law.' 

Then he arose, and went within, to bathe, 
Directing us to wait ; and we remained, 
Musing of all the noble things he said, 
Conversing of our great calamity. 
How sharp it were, as of a father reft, 
like orphans, for the remnant of our lives. 
When he had bathed, he had his children brought, 
Two little lads, and one grown up, beside 
The women of his family, to whom 
In Crito's i>rcsence, he gave audience, 
And made such dispositions as he wished, 
Dismissed them, and returned into our midst 
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'Twas now near sunset, and he sat him down, 
Nor much was spoken, till the gaoler came. 
The Archon's officer, who stood and said, 
' I apprehend not, Socrates 1 that thou 
Wilt curse me, as do others, whom I bid 
Drink poison, in obedience to command ; 
For I have found thee, in thy sojourn here, 
The noblest, gentlest, and the best of all 
Who ever yet were pinioned in this place. 
Wherefore I know thou art not wroth with me, 
But with my masters, if at all ; so now, 
Farewell ! and bear what must be,' — and he wept 1 

* 

Then Socrates, long gazing, calmly said, 

* Thou too, farewell ! I bow to thy behest/ 
And then he turned upon us, and exclaimed, 

* How charming is the man ! through all my bonds 
He hath been very courteous ; arid behold ! 

How generously now he weeps for me ! 
Come, let us do his bidding ! so produce 
The poison, if 'tis pounded — and if not, 
Let the man pound it ! ' 

Whereat Crito said, 

* Yet shines the sun upon the mountain tops, 
Nor day hath ended. Others, in such case, 
Have, after summons, supped, and drank their fill. 
Yea, e'en enjoyed their objects of desire. 

There is no need for haste, there still is time 1 



44 Etchings in Verse 

He answered ' Yes ! and they of whom you speak 
Did so with reason, deeming it were gain ; 
But I, who hold the contrary, decline 
To make myself ridiculous, or claim 
Such remnant of a life already gone ! ' 

Then Crito nodded to the slave, who went 
And brought the man who bore the poison cup. 
And Socrates enquired of him, as skilled 
In such affairs, to tell him what to do. 
He answered, c Drink ; then take a turn about 
Until thy legs grow heavy, then lie down.' 
Then stretched he forth his arm, and took the cup, 
Echecrates 1 with calm and gentle ease, 
Nor changing colour in his countenance, 
But gazing on the man, with all his eyes, 
He asked, * Now ! is it lawful of this cup 
To offer a libation ? ' Who replied, 
' We only pound sufficient for the draught.' 
c Enough,' he said, * yet still 'twere not amiss 
To drink a bumper to my journey hence. 
Be this my prayer ! ' And then he drank it off 
With cheerful readiness ; now hitherto, 
Most had been able to control their grief, 
But when we saw him drinking, saw it drunk, 
We could refrain no longer, bursting forth 
In one tumultuous agony of tears, 
And, covering up my face, I turned and wept 
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But not for him, ah no ! but for myself, 

And what I lost in losing such a friend ! 

But Socrates was calm. ' What means,' he said, 

' This outcry ? for I sent the women hence, 

Lest they should thus offend ; 'twere ill to die 

With evil omens ; wherefore pray be still ! ' 

Then were we all ashamed, and quenched our tears, 

And he began to walk about, till, when 

His legs began to fail him, he lay down, 

As he had been instructed, and the man 

Who gave the poison felt his feet and legs. 

And first, there was no feeling in the foot, 

Then on the leg, and thigh, then upwards still, 

He showed the body growing stiff and cold. 

Then Socrates would feel himself, and said, 

* When it has reached the heart, 'twill all be o'er ! * 

And as he colder grew about the groin, 

He threw the covering off his face, and said 

' I owe a cock to ^Esculapius, 

Crito ! ' and Crito said, ' It shall be paid, 

And think if thou hast anything to add ? ' 

But answer came there none ! and very soon 

A great convulsion caught him, and he died, 

And Crito straightway closed the mouth and eyes ! 

Such was the end of our beloved friend, 
Echecrates ! the wisest, justest, best 
Of all the men whom I have ever known ! 
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MEMNON AND HIS MATE 

On Tfebe's plain, at labouring dawn, 
Day's earliest daughter yet unborn, 
Unseen as yet of laughing morn, 

The shadow of a smile ; 
The croaking chorus tired and dumb, 
The temples largening in the gloom, 
Old earth was sleeping in her tomb, 

Beside the banks of Nile. 

With fertilising largesse fraught, 
And secrets from the tropics brought, 
The weird waves glided swift as thought, 

And silently as time ; 
While through the leaves of spectral palms, 
The night wind tossed her fevered arms, 
Expiring in dejected psalms 

Of intermittent rhyme* 
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To shore the drooping ' cangia ' clung, 
With folded wing and yard unslung, 
A cradle of the live, among 

The chambers of the dead ; 
Nor was there breath enough to float 
The pennant of that river boat, 
To wake the firefly on the lote, 

The cicade on the blade. 



It was the hour — nor night, nor day — 
When if you fail, as old Sheikhs say, 
To tell the white horse from the grey, 

It is the peep of morn. 
But Sheikh and steed had taken flight 
To realms of neither day nor night, ' 
And scoured the desert, out of sight, 

On wings of slumber borap, 



It was that hour — nor night, nor day— 
When these my feet conspired to stray 
Along the pathless sacred way 

That girds dark Acheron ; 
And all my heart with half hope beat, 
That Memnon then might wake to greet, 
With olden music soft and sweet, 

Once more, the rising sun. 
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As o'er the fertile plain I pressed, 
A lark shot startled from her nest, 
And lo ! half-naked, from the west, 

There came an Arab maid — 
A maiden like a morning star, 
With gleaming eyes and clouded hair, 
Erect, as Egypt's daughters are, 

With lupins on her head. 

And as she neared, she seemed to me 
The genius of antiquity — 
A swarthy Venus from a sea 

Of beans ; and, as we met, 
She drew her wimple, to deny 
Her graces to a stranger's eye, 
But hailed me with the ancient cry, 

' Y' Howaga salamet ! ' l 

Then o'er the East, a roseate hue 
Intense and still intenser grew. 
Reflected in the flashing dew 

Through which my ancles trod ; 
And as I laboured through the corn, 
The silver spikes of golden morn 
Shot sudden up, the world to warn 

It was the coming god ! 

1 Salutation ! O, traveller ! 
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There sat the everlasting Pair, 
Full twenty cubits in the air, 
Each in his monumental chair, 

A superhuman pile ! 
A million morns had come and gone, 
Since first those sentinels of stone, 
Sat down upon their ponderous throne, 

Beside the banks of Nile ! . 



Graved on their massive feet sedate, 
Were marks of the departed great, 
Who, ages back, stood there, to wait 

The strain at morning-tide. 
The asp of her, that * most fair queen/ 
The quip of Grecian libertine, 
And Caesar's symbol, carved between 

His freeman and his bride ! 



A spark upon an eagle's wing ! 
A palm-tree swiftly burnishing ! 
And pregnant with the fervid ring, 

The heavenly gates flew wide. 
Lift up their heads, those heavenly gates, 
And all the cliff, where Athor waits 
To clasp her monarch when he sets, 

Was in the radiance dyed ! 

£ 
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Then, from each spacious brow, the cold 
And dusky curtain downward rolled, 
And all the statue, bathed in gold, 

Sent forth a sound that day : 
Whether my ears were sharply set, 
Or Memnon did indeed abet, 
These are the strains that haunt me yet, 

A thousand leagues away J 



* When Egypt's sun was on the wane, 
And fierce Cambyses strove in vain 
To cleave my ponderous bulk in twain, 

And pierce the warder's heart ; 
Then first Aurora failed to fire 
The golden sinews of my lyre, 
But hope was tardier to expire, 

Than music to depart. 



1 No more my shattered strata poured 
Sweet numbers from the fractured chord, 
To greet the old ascending lord 

Who mocked my scattered stones ; 
Yet, though despair was all around, 
I watched and waited on the ground, 
Still crouching, like the faithful hound, 

That guards his master's bones ! ' 
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And so I hearkened not in vain, 
That morn on Tube's silent plain, 
But learned the lesson, to my gain, 

Of watching, waiting well ; 
To watch with hope, whate'er betide, 
To wait with patience, and abide, 
How long soe'er the ebbing tide, 

How late soe'er the swell ! 

To watch and wait my life away 
Until the breaking of the day, 
When music shall resume her sway, 

To greet the King of Kings ; 
And on my fixed unflinching eyes, 
Still upward gazing to the skies, 
The sun of righteousness shall rise 

With healing on its wings ! 



e 2 
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PHILM 

Far south, where the Nubian sandseas creep 

To the brimming Nile, 
And the scalpless boulders are piled on heap, 
In a bay where the torpid offspring sleep 

Of the crocodile. 

Where the gritstone echoes the wailing tide 

On the Sakia racked, 
And the ebony damsels, safe astride 
On the bark of a palm-log, race and ride 

Down the cataract. 

Bright in the blaze of the mid-day glare, 

Or the moon-beam pale, 
A desolate island floating there, 
Levies a toll on the priceless air, 

Of the shaking sail 

Cinctured round with a fringe of date, . 

It is « Pharaoh's Bed,' 
Ail but sunk with its temple freight, 
Vast, hypsethral, inordinate, 

Untenanted 
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Save by. the lizard and sand-asp small, 

Save by the bat, 
And the monstrous giants that stride the wall, 
Bearing the everlasting pall 

Of the phantom great 

Two-crowned terrible Rameses, see 

Brandishing rods 
Over a nation on bended knee, 
Up to the Pylon, furiously 

Bearding the gods. 

See from her barge on the sculptured wave, 

Cleopatra come, 
The leman of Anthony, fain to crave 
Of the tutelar deities, space for a slave 

In her scornful womb. 

Silently stalk the obsequious file 

Of Ptolemy kings, 
For a fruitful flow of the backward Nile, 
Bribing the Nameless one, with a pile 

Of savoury things, 

Nilus o'er water-plants busily prone, 

Binding a sheaf, 
Germ of the ordered forests of stone, 
Fashioning there in the earliest one 

Of the lotus leaf. 
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Ram-headed Amoun, whose mystery lies 

Unfathomed, unsaid; 
Ptha, the intelligent; Thoth, the all-wise; 
Son-bearing Re, with the falcon eyes; 

And Crocodile-head* 

Grappled to death with the Spirit of ill, 

In cataract drowned, 
Blest Osiris, conqueror still 
In the rise of the life-laden waters, that fill 

The valleys around. 

Cow-horned Isis, nursing her brood, 

Horus the young, 
Gleams of the Trine and the Holy Rood, 
And the deathless struggle of evil and good, 
Faintly figured, as understood 

In an unknown tongue ! 
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THE EREMITE 

In a wild deft of Sinaitic rock, 
Impracticable even for the flock 
Of wandering ibex, on a ledge too bare 
To lure the poising pirate of the air, 
Or track the footfall of the midnight forager, 

Two fetters and a ring ; untouched it lay, 
As if it had been left there yesterday ; 
The lengthened iron indicating well 
The posture of the Hermit in his cell, 
When in his last convulse, its tenant fainting fell! 

When he fell blinded with his matted mane, 
And with the drops of agonising rain, 
And the nude Nabathaean closed his eye, 
Saying, * It is enough, now let me die ! * 
His soul unshackling in a gasp of ecstasy ! 

If o'er the wan recesses of his face, 
A mute attendant hovered for a space, 
It was the raven's grandsire ; then decay, 
And the fierce noontide bleaching, last the day 
Of sandstorm, spiriting the vestiges away 1 
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The wrestlers yearly in the south were bom, 
Raking the Red Sea to its either hom ; 
The single cypress on the mountain bowed, 
And all the surface shifted like a cloud, 
Save the stem fragments of the Pilgrim's iron shroud. 

There through slow years it lay, and there it lies 
On Djebel Mousa, tar from human eyes ; 
And, if a casual foot has found it, mocks 
The pomp of tombs pretentious in the rocks, 
Of storied pride the parody — a paradox, 

Teaching, that man resolved to dust again, 
May best be deemed immortal in the rhain 
He bore about him ; in what form soe'er 
The universal fetters he may wear, 
Perchance his mark on earth thereby may best appear! 

Worn long, worn unrepining, worn unseen, 
He shall have lived, and what he once hath been 
His bonds shall bear him witness, and bis gauge 
Be stamped upon the strata of his age, 
Long after life has drifted from its anchorage ! 
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SUNDAY IN THE DESER7 



As I rode upon my camel 

In the Oriental land, 
Swinging and ringing, 

Across the desert sand, 
A phantasy of music 

Upon my spirit stole, 
And I felt as if an angel 

Were singing to my soul ! 

The Sun, in all his fury, 

Was pouring on my head, 
Weighing and slaying, 

Like a sheet of molten lead ; 
In the weary wady dazzled, 

And blinded with the chalk, 
While, shadowless, my camel 

Went slower in her walk. 
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Twas then, on the horizon, 

I saw the blessed sea, 
Brining and shining. 

Like a bright eternity ; 
And on its bosom lonely, 

Ships floated, white and large, 
But I knew that it was only 

A vision of mirkge. 

Yet still there rose around me, 

As Jf in happy dells, 
Swinging and ringing, 

The sound of Sunday bells ; 
I saw the people bending 

Their heads beneath the porch, 
And my camel seemed as wending 

Her pious way to church. 

But the church was in the wilderness, 

By mortals seldom trod, 
And the preacher was a teacher— 

And the teacher, it was God ! 
For the Sabbath of the desert 

Is everyday in seven, 
And the summons is unending 

Of the bells that ring in heaven ! 
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ASTBURY BELLS 

Chime of my childhood — Astbury bells ! 

Sinking and swelling the live-long day, 
Deep in my bosom thy music dwells, 

Slowly and sadly passing away. 
One, two, three, four, three, two, one, 
Chime of my childhood — Where art thou gone? 

Many a couple have stood in thy porch, 
Blissfully bound in their true-love spells ; 

My parents were married in Astbury Church, 
And loved for ever the Astbury bells. 

Three, two, one, four, one, two, three, 

Astbury bells — ye are sweet to me ! 

Gaily I trotted, a little lad, 

Over the Congleton hills and dells, 

Glad, yet knowing not why so glad, 

As danced my heart to the Astbury bells. 

Two, one, four, three, one, three, two, 

Still I dreamily listen for you. 
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Now my sons may follow, like me, 
The silvery sound of that matchless chime ; 

Soon, their sons as joyous may see 
That sacred spire of the olden time. 

Four, three, two, one, two, three, four, 

Dust of their fathers chiming o'er. 

Still goes on the joining of hands, 

Still go up the funeral knells, 
Still goes on the ploughing of lands, 

Still bees hum to the sound of the bells. 
Three, four, one, two, four, two, three, 
Soon, perchance, they may toll for me ! 

Thus doth race succeed to race, 

Families rise — and flourish — and die- 
Sons rise up in their fathers' place, 

Sires at rest in the churchyard lie. 
One, two, three, four, three, two, one, 
Astbury bells go chiming on ! 
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ILICET 

The old old house, behind its silver trees, 
Resounded with a concourse indistinct 

Of many voices, like the hum of bees, 
Laughter and long- forgotten outcries, linked 

With sound * of weeping heard and loud lament,' 

Confined within that ancient tenement. 

Then all at once I heard, as in a dream, 
The sound of a familiar voice that spoke 

The word ' Ilicet n — and as the bold stream, 
Tumultuous bounds exulting from the rock, 

A sudden rush of babbling youth broke forth 

From that old-fashioned fountain in the North. 

And some went down amid the jungle, red 
With vigorous blood ; some in the sea, that scorns 

To render up the census of its dead ; 
And some sank lifeless at the very horns 

Of pious altars ; some at the dull shrine 

Of mammon, deemed by mortals more divine. 

1 Ire-licet, i.e. you may go. 
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And some, by evil, made themselves a name ; 

Andsome,forgood, disclaimed the name they had; 
And some received their recompense of shame ; 

And some put on the purple, that makes glad 
Successful souls ; but most put on the dress 
That makes invisible in nothingness ! 

Then, last, the reverend Master of the flock, 
In pastoral offices grown old and grey, 

Rose up himself, what time the word he spoke, 
And closed the door and slowly passed away. 

His work was done ; * Hicet — ' he is gone, 

And o'er the ancient school the silent spell is thrown. 
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THE FIRING FIFTH 

On such a morn, when we were boys, 
We wakened in the right-hand room, 
And, conscious that the ' Fifth ' had come, 

Bethought us of our joys. 

Nor * Dick ' from out his window fell, 

To ring the inexorable bell ; 
Nor Mister's step was heard, 

Slow pacing up the playground steep, 

To make the tender cutis creep, 
With distich unprepared 1 

The matutinal milk was calm, 

Nor on the tiny Psalter shed ; 

No Missis shook her flaxen head 
At undigested Psalm. 
1 Quis ' and ' Ego ' went gaily round, 
And * Nix ' was an unmeaning sound, 

If wantonly rehear sed 
Such cheer on every spirit fell, 

That ' Bottom,' told to ring the bell, 

Would see you further first ! 
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Soon, to the dressing-room we'd hie, 

Where most impervious boots were laced, 
And each around his well-filled waist 

A snow-white bag would tie ; 
, Within whose ample folds were spread, 

Convenient store of meat and bread, 
And pasty of renown, 

With such additions to the hoard, 

As weekly twopence could afford 
To purchase in the town. 

Adown the ' Walk ' at last we go, 
A cheering and a chattering tribe, 
Not as to rouse the vulgar gibe 
Of ■ Matches '—in a row ; 
But all promiscuous, past the door 
Of mother Burslem's sticky store, 

If pass we ever could, 
For Cloud, or Mow, or Bosley bound, 
Or else to play at hare and hound 
In master Starkey's wood. 



And if our jocund course should lie 
To castellated grey Mow Cop, 
How breathless would we reach the top, 

In mind to do or die ! 
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First, toss for sides of martial band, 
Then, foot to foot, and hand to hand, 

Contest the shattered keep ; 
Or many a small Bandana twist, 
And wield it with a ruthless list, 

At * Prisoner's Base,' or ' Sheep.' 

Then in the brief November noon, 
How would we gather round to munch 
All save the luckless wight whose lunch 

Had disappeared too soon ! 

That fruity paste ! that meaten bread I 

That superadded herring red, 
And stony pint of pop, 

Produced from bursting pockets fraught 

With surreptitious sweetness bought 
At mother Burslem's shop. 

Next, as the lengthening shadows fell, 

How down the heathery mount we came, 

And set the amber gorse aflame, 
Let hinds evaded tell ! 
Or how we seldom could refrain 
From shivering by the pebbly Dane, 

Or dabbling in its foam ; 
Till when returned to mete and bound, 
We heard the lo'ng-expected sound, 

* A hamper 's come from home ! ' 

F 
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Oh ! ecstasy, a hamper come ! 

Were it not Paradise, to see 

That hamper, in its symmetry, 
Within the dressing-room? 
O score of knives to cut the rope ! 
O score of little hands to grope 

Where figs and filberts hide ! 
With pears and apples, and a heap 
Of birthday letters, that may keep, 

While Bunloaf must divide ! 



Last would the day too quickly yield 
To shadows of volcanic night, 
What time the bonfire we'd ignite 

In Cockshot's ancient field. 

With many a groan, and many a start, 

At gems of pyrotechnic art ; 
The rocket, soaring high, 

The Roman candle, Catherine-wheel, 

Or squib, to flash, and swipe, and sweal, 
Round immolated Guy ! 



Ah ! well do I remember once, 
Before 'twere holiday for me, 
A certain sum must finished 

Poor figurating dunce ! 
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Prostrate beneath tutorial ban, 
By honour of a gentleman, 

Indissolubly bound, 
Never to quit my prison-room, 
Until of that obnoxious sum 

1 

The total had been found ! 

And thou, my faithful-hearted frere, 

Though to that * Rule ' thou hadst not come, 
Would'st share my cruel martyrdom, 
Nor leave me prisoner there ; 
It was a sweet and tender thought, 
Which loving memory oft has brought, 

And valued more by me, 
Than many a more substantial act, 
Which, since that day, has kept intact 
Our bonds of sympathy ! 

But oh ! what chords doth memory play, 
In harking back to things like these ! 
The roads, the country, and the trees, 

The robin's roundelay ; 

The smell of autumn leaves that lie 

Beneath our feet, still crisp and dry ; 
The landscape and the air, 

Are all unchanged ; while we alone, 

Are conscious that the charm has gone 

That made them — what they were. 

f 2 
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Yet when the ' firing fifth ' goes by, 
As now it goeth by once more, 
I love to halt and ponder o'er 
The days when thou and I, 
Not far apart by fortune thrust, 
Nor stained as now with roadside dust, 

But fresh from childhood's spring, 
Could act our little birthday part 
Without a sinking at the heart — 
Would it were not a sting ! 
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THICKNESSE AND WOODCOCK 

Two youths drowned in Windermere in the year 1854. 

Winandermere ! no face of fear, 

Did thy blue waters wear, 
Twas with a smile thou didst beguile 

The destined pair. 
The elder bore the garb of war, 

His friend the scholar's gown, 
Thy siren wave became their grave, 
With few to see, and none to save, 

They both went down ! 

O. I-angdale ! shroud thy twins in cloud, 

Scawfell ! thy summit veil, 
Sad echoes wake, from Curwen's brake, 

To Loughrigge Fell ! 
Urge, Brathay ! slow, thy streamlet's flow, 

Along its crystal bed, 
And tarn and steep, unite to weep 
The sacred spot, where silent sleep 

The early dead ! 



7o Etchings in Verse 

Ye braes, unclose each flower, that knows 

The season of the year, 
Bring forth, each brake, your buds, to deck 

•With gems, that bier, 
And all ye leaves, that nature gives 

To bank and bush and burn, 
Break out too late— too soon — forget 
The cycles of your wont, to wet 

With dews that urn ! 

Come, mountain ash, your red tears dash, 

In undiscovered dells, 
And hyacinths, strew, both white and blue, 

Your trembling bells, 
And lovelier flowers, in wealthier bowers, 

Be all your variance seen, 
The rose so sweet, the pansy neat, 
The lily and the violet, meet 

For graves so green. 

But who will bring his harp, to sing . 

The story of the drowned? 
Twere scarcely hard to find a bard, 

These lakes around, 
Alas ! not so, now mute we go, 

From Loughrigge to Lodore, 
And list, in vain, for one last strain, 
From hands, that sweep the strings again, 

Shall never more ! 
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The dove, that pressed its tender nest, 1 

Has flown aloft to sing ; 
And Grassmere's lyre, can magic fire 1 

No longer fling ; 
On Greta's wall, no numbers fall, 8 

And Rydal, too, is dumb ; 4 
For death will warp each favourite harp, 
How strong soe'er, or soft, or sharp, 

Their chords have come ! 



But linger long, the wings of song 

That flutter in the hills, 
E'en yet, each fell and scar and dale, 

Their echo fills, 
And liquid notes, from feathered throats 

Provide a fit refrain, 
Soaring to skies, where never dies 
The song, that shall immortalize 

This hapless twain ! 

Yon bird, that brings, on wearied wings, 

Subsistence to her young, 
And left her nest, on mountain crest, 

Securely hung, 



1 Mrs. Hemans. ■ Southey. 

* Hartley Coleridge. 4 Wordsworth. 
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Shall she not cry, and steerless fly 

O'er all she lived for, lost, 
When fast and dead, each beak she fed, 
Lies underneath, with dust o'erspread, 

And feathers tossed ? 

And she who floats to bugle notes, 

So unsuspecting by, 
Constrained to turn aside, and learn 

What meant that cry ? 
If hearts can break, 'tis thine, O Lake ! 

Their anguish to assess, 
She looked, she saw the floating oar, 
The cap she knew, the coat he wore, 

The streaming tress. 

Ye waters ! rise, and drown the cries 

That linger on the ear, 
O quench and quell that piteous knell, 

Winandermere ! 
Furrow thy face, but o'er one place, 

Forbear at least to rave, 
By yonder bank, where down they sank, 
Preserve a circle calm and blank, 

A marble wave ! 
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THE DEPARTURE 

The sun arose 
With gold upon his wings ; but not for me, 

Reluctant rising from a tired repose, 
Did all his pioneers insensibly 

Their radiants disclose 1 

On my sad eyes, 
The clouds that gathered o'er me in the night, . 

More darkly drove across my waking skies, 
And interposed before the only light, 

My day could recognise ! 

Vain birds to hear, 
Intoxicated with the morning dew, 

Ring their tumultuous notes, so loud and clear, 
As to and fro, my casement past, they flew, 

How could my heart-strings bear ? 

The reckless wind, 
That furrowed up the river in its trail, 

As if to mock the current of my mind, 
Whereover swept a melancholy gale, 

How was it too unkind ! 
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And yet aprey 
To keener pangs than these, became my breast, 

When down, at last, I slowly stepped my way, 
And must dissemble at the world's behest, 

And smiling wish ' Good-day ' ! 

Good-day! good-night 
For me 'twas rather ! Soon that night set in, 

The interval sequestered all my light, 
And day itself has since so darksome been, 

That blindness were as bright ! 

A tender hand — 
That pressed its * God be with you ' on my brain, 

A snow-white signal — as I turned, that fanned 
My sunset to an instant noon ; and then — 

Came midnight o'er the land ! 
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THE VIOLET 

Twas no unfeeling hand, fair flower, 
Cut short the parsimonious hour 

Ungenerous nature gave ; 
The eye that saw thy dainty charms, 
Expanding sweetly in her arms, 

Knows how to see and save ! 

Twas pity — that impending death, 
Should drain, so soon, thy fragrant breath, 

And steal thy tints away ; 
While I, a kind protector knew, 
For thee, thou daughter of the dew, 

And darling of the day ! 

And hope — that when thy beauty lies, 
In odour faint beneath her eyes, 

Thy innocence may plead ; 
For trembling me, with her whose heart J 
Where'er accorded, must impart, 

A redolence indeed ! 
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And love — that if to thy frail leaves, 
My cynosure acceptance gives. 

Her loveliness may see, 
That pure as thy expiring sweets, 
And modest as thy beauty, beats 

The heart expressed by thee ! 
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THE SWAN 

The inharmonious swan, so fables tell, 

That silent lives apart and self-approving, 
As if some heavenly vision him were moving, 

Sings, ere he die, like sweetest nightingale ; 

So I, like him, long spread my selfish sail, 
So mutely lived unmusically roving, 
In wayward loveliness, unloved, unloving. 

My life an incoherent, aimless tale, 

Till thee I saw, sweet vision ! brightly shining, 
Though for a single hour thou met mine eye, 

And Love thine image in my heart enshrining, 
Creates in me this bashful minstrelsy, 

Like his my song, for thee my heart is pining, 
Like his my fate, for thee, for thee I die ! 
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MARGARET 

(An Acrostic. ) 

My spirit dwells apart in the shade ; 

Air, earth, e'en heaven cannot make me glad ; 

Realms allure me with bliss untold, 

Gods entice me with fame, or gold. 

All I sicken at, all I flee, 

Rate them less than as naught to me. 

Ever in solitude only I pine, 

Thine to be, Margaret ! Margaret mine ! 

Mountains ! hiding your heads in cloud, 
All ye waves of the sea so loud, 
Rivers ! rolling your headlong course, 
Gales of winter 1 gloomy and hoarse ; 
All your terrors are lost on me, 
Roused so seldom to hear or see. 
Ever in agony only I pine, 
Thine to be, Margaret ! Margaret mine ! 

Margaret ! come with thy maiden hand, 
Artless, holding a fairy wand, 
Reach thy merciful arm to save, 
Grant me all that I fear to crave, 
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All thy pity, and all thy love, 
Raise, oh ! raise me myself above, 
Ever in gladness and glory to shine, 
Thine my Margaret ! Margaret mine ! 
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HELEN 

Helex, arise ! the dews of morning 

Are starting from Parnassus 7 brow ; 
Earth her fair form is re-adorning, 

Heaven his bhie plain is spreading now ; 
So, lady, lift each lazy lid 

From off those sleep-encumbered eyes, 
Aurora's rosy fingers bid thee rise — arise ! 

The haze that all night long had hovered 

Over the east, is vanished all ; 
And day's bright orb, at last discovered, 

Now glances on the temple wall ; 
The ivy shadow flits amid 

The sculptured cap and pictured frieze, 
And brisk unfolding vine-leaves bid thee rise — arise ! 

The Naiads of the stream are wringing 

Their locks along Castalia's brink, 
And dappled hinds are gaily springing 

Thither to quaff their morning drink; 
The mountain stream, by rocks bestrid, 

To happier vales exulting hies, 
And Echo's answering daughters bid thee rise — arise ! 
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The Dryads of the woods are spreading 

An atmosphere of scented dew, 
And dainty feet should now be treading 

Those odours out, the gay grove through. 
All downy throats, in pine trees hid, 

Or bursting in the liquid skies, 
Vie to awaken thee, to bid thee rise — arise ! 

Helen, arise ! my lyre is lonely, 

Nor cares to wake a longer strain, 
The magic of thy presence only, 

Can wed it to the muse again ! 
Up ! for my soul is faint to feed 

Upon the pasture of thine eyes ; 
Tis I myself, thy love, do bid thee nse — arise ! 



82 Etchings in Verse 



* * 



THE SHIPWRECK 

Becalmed upon the line that intervened 
Between the tide of manhood and the wave 

Of lotus-eating youth, when hearts have gleaned 
A dear experience from the wounds they have^ 
Started old dreams, like spirits, from the grave 

Of withered hopes, that Time had left for dead, 
And straight my canvas to the breeze I gave, 

Nailed the old standard to my bark's mast-head, 

And once again ' I love and am beloved,' I said. 

With what delight I marked the sunlit shore, 

Where Hope and Love had recommenced their 
reign ! 
What haste —for that enchanted port I bore, 

What ecstasy — I ploughed the opposing main ! 

For love shot flashing through my every vein, 
Hope nerved the strokes of my impetuous oar, 

And, let me but that sweet encampment gain, 
My heart kept murmuring, to its inmost core, 
And I will there the wealth of all my cargo pour ! 
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But ah ! while cleaves the sea my eager prow, 

The billows swamp me, and the tempest blows ; 
Not, as of yore, recedes the landscape now, 

But shades of steerless night around me close ; 

Stretch forth thy hand and deign to interpose : 
Oh ! leave me not to founder in the deep ! 

No worthless freight, these struggling arms enclose — 
T is thine, sweet wrecker ! save the glittering heap, 
Then leave me, if thou wilt, upon the sands to sleep ! 



C3 
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EXQUISITE MAY 

The flowers are all ringing their bells of gold, 
Their cups are o'erflowing with sweets untold ; 
The girls in the gardens so bright and gay, 
Are wreathing a garland for exquisite May ! 

The birds in a chorus of thousand parts, 
With love and with music are breaking their hearts! 
And why should not I be as happy as they, 
And blossom and sing for my exquisite May ? 

For May is the fairest of all the flowers, 
Brighter than birds in their hawthorn bowers ; 
And yet, when I woo her, she says me nay ! 
O cruel, incredulous, exquisite May ! 

Shut up your petals, ye idle flowers ! 
Be silent, ye birds, in your thorny bowers ! 
Ye sights and ye sounds of the summer, away ! 
She loves me — loves me not — exquisite May ! 
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Queen of the May ! still dreaming I come ; 
Mistress of music making me dumb ; 
Play on my heart-strings, cruelly play, 
Thou fairy-fingered, exquisite May ! 
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TO THE RIGHT 

The sky was overcast, and Day 

Was closing both his eyes ; 
Beneath the sands of Morecambe bay 

The tide began to rise, 
When I, more headstrong than my horse, 
Set out, one night, upon my course. 

A wilful man will go his ways 
Forewarned, but not forearmed ; 

As late as that, in former days, 
I went that road unharmed, 

Though time was short, my steed was strong, 

And I was gay — and both were young. 

What if the path be false, methought, 

That leads the wanderer home, 
Be there but tender eyes to court 

His advent in the gloam, 
And loving lips to kiss away 
The crystals of the salt sea spray ? 
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But Morecambe sands are false indeed, 

Whose most insidious tide 
Like tiger, crouching in his greed, 

Steals up with silent stride ; 
And, long before I reached the shore, 
He was upon me with his roar ! 

I felt the gravelly bottom stir, 

The opening channels steal, 
And, like a sea of quicksilver, 

The water passed my wheel, 
Till, flooding over all, the sea 
Was level with my axle-tree ! 

It was a very fearful race, 

That night, the ocean ran 
Over its own abiding place, 

With me, a lonely man — 
A pallid man — with frantic steed — 
And none to help him in his need ! 

Before — behind — a watery waste ! 

Beneath — a sinking shoal ! 
The trembling beast, worn out at last, 

Was settling in a hole, 
And scarce a stone-cast from the shore, 
T was mine to feel that all was o'er ! 
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It was an instant deemed my last, 

And in that instant, flew 
The panorama of my past 

Like lightning on my view, 
With all the thoughts of all my years 
Like thunder sounding in my ears ! 

When, suddenly, across the night 
There flashed a lantern's ray ; 

A voice that cried, ' Drive to the right, 
c Drive to the right, I say ! ' 

And struggling through the quicks, I turned 

And reached the bank — and safety earned ! 

And many a time of mortal strife 

Since that deliverance, I, 
When straggling in the quicks of life, 

Have heard that cheerful cry, 
And seen that friendly lantern-light, 
And turned my footsteps — to the Right ! 
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HOMESTEAD 

In the stormy month of March, 
A slow procession wound 

Beneath an ancient Arch 
With mantling ivy crowned, 

Back to a Gothic porch, 
Looking sorrowfully round. 

They sang this simple song : 
* Adieu, sweet home, adieu ! ' 

And the shaven lawn along, 
The valediction flew, 

The evergreens among, 
All wet with evening dew. 

The wind was very sad 
In the casement of the hall, 

Reproachful music made 
In the twisted chimneys tall, 

On the sculptured palisade, 
And the fluted pedestal. 
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It rose, in fitful gales, 
On die over-flanking hill, 

Taking vengeance on the sails 
Of die swift-revolving mill, 

like a friend who never foils 
His duty to fulfil ! 

An infant earthquake passed 
The mimic rocks upon, 

Peered out in timid haste, 
The creepers, every one, 

And burst in grief at last, 
The terra-cotta gun ! 

A strange mysterious shade 
Across the greenhouse fell, 

And every flower, afraid, 
Shut up its trembling bell, 

The white ones glowing red, 
And the pink ones growing pale ! 

The grass was silvered o'er 
With the blossom of the pears, 

The stunted hawthorn bore 
A crop of crimson tears, 

And the weeping ash wept more 
Distinctly on their ears ! 
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But of all the trees was one 

Most piteously cried, 
For the sake of who had gone, 

It behoved them to abide, 
For initials which had grown 

In the bark upon its side. 

The startled plover flung 

Her wings across their path, 
As fending from her young, 

In terror and in wrath ; 
And the little robin sung 

The elegy he hath. 

A sound of sudden woe 

Came upward from the farm, 
The pigeons, to and fro, 

Fluttered wildly in alarm, 
And the beasts began to low, 

And the bees began to swarm. 

A very distant roar 

From the river, down the road, 
Sounding sullen on the shore 

By their feet so often trod, 
Was a sign they nevermore 

Should re-enter that abode ! 
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And when they were all gone 
Down die hn% and out of sight, 

The stars hid, one by one, 
Their solitary light, 

And the Past was left alone 
In the darkness of die night ! 
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A UX TROIS FRERES 

» 

I had three brothers to me born, 
We played together, under the thorn, 
To the dewy eve from the dewy morn ; 

One was silver, and two were gold, 
Two were timid, and one was bold, 
All were loving, and all are cold ; 

One in sorrow and fear was nursed, 
Till into a golden blossom he burst, 
And he smiled the sweetest, and died the first ; 

We cut his name upon the thorn, 

And played on still to the eve from morn, 

As if our brother had never been born, 

As if our brother had never died, 

So passionate-hearted and tender-eyed, 

Of girls the darling, of boys the pride ; 

One lived longer, and laughed aloud, 
Shouldered his way in the gaping crowd, 
With the face of a sun that knows no cloud ; 
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He was silver, and he was strong, 

He was a man mankind among, 

Bat ah I though loudly, he laughed not long ! 

Ever would soar, and soar too high. 

As if he never could live to die, 

And he fell — like Phaeton out of his sky ; 

What shall I say of my last sweet rrere, 
With his graceful mien and his golden hair, 
So tall and timid and delxmnair ? 

He, as proud as the son of a king, 
Tender withal, as a breeze of spring 
Weak as a wearied wild-bird's wing ! 

Wrapt himself in a scornful shroud, 
Broke in his brooding — never bowed — 
lived in a dream, and died in a cloud ! 

So there they sleep in their beds below, 

One, two, three, in a silent row, 

Where the moon-beams creep, and the grasses grow, 

There they sleep the sleep of the blest, 

Sleep on now, and take their rest, 

One, two, three, on their mother's breast ! 
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FREDERICK 

(Rich-in-peace.) 

Sister ! it is so dark and cold, 
Keep close to me, nor loose your hold ; 
The tempest rages loud and wild, 
And I am but a helpless child, 
And always was a child, you know, 
So Sister I do not let me go ! 

Although I knew that I was tall, 

I always felt that I was small, 

And everybody seemed to say, 

' What child is this who comes this way ? ' 

For I was always young, you know, 

So Sister ! do not let me go ! 

I seemed a bird, I know not why, 
And sometimes thought that I could fly ; 
Strange music sounded in my head, 
And I was often much in dread, 
But not so much as now, you know, 
So Sister ! do not let me go I 
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For long enough, I could not pray, 
Although I knew what words to say, 
But now I feel as if I would, 
If it were only understood : 
I am so very young, you know, 
So Sister ! do not let me go ! 

O Sister ! pray for me my prayers, 
For I am falling down the stairs 
That seem to open from the room 
Down to a kind of dismal tomb, 
So cold and deep, so dark and low, 
O Sister ! do not let me go ! 



What means this light that greets mine eyes, 
And fills me with a glad surprise, 
Dispels the darkness and the cold, 
And makes me feel so bright and bold ? 
O Sister ! do not hold me so ! 
The morn is breaking — let me go ! 

Again my soul hath found her wings, 
And in her breaking cage she sings, 
Give God the glory — God the praise ! 
The prisoner of these many days 
Is plumed for heaven at last — and so, 
O sweetest Sister ! let me go 1 
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The door hung lightly on its hasp, 
The fingers loosened in her grasp, 
The eyes, so lately glazed with fright, 
Now sparkled with celestial light, 
That played around the temples wan 
Of that poor childish gentleman : 
The lilac tide began to wane 
In each attenuated vein, 
The wasted breast began to rise 
And fall with intermittent sighs, 
Like echoes of a tempest borne 
Away upon the wings of morn ! 
So soft and slowly ceased the breath, 
The Sister doubted it were death, 
So unperceived, she could not say 
When the tired spirit passed away ; 
And yet she viewed, with peace the more, 
That scant and troubled warfare o'er, 
Such Life, commence — such living cease, 
As left him lying ' Rich in Peace ! ' 



H 
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A DREAM 

I dreamed I was from prison 

To execution led, 
And the latest psalm had risen, 

And the latest prayer was said ; 

I felt the pinions bruise me, 
The tightened collar gall, 

And I heard the roar confuse me 
Outside the prison wall ; 

I saw the sea of faces 

Upturned, so mute and white, 
While the silent hangsman places 

His victim in their sight ; 

I felt the bandage cover 
My eyeballs and my breath, 

And I thought my life was over 
In the bitterness of death ;' 
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And I woke — and thou beheld me 

Released from my alarms, 
For, 'twas only thou that held me 

So tightly in thine arms ! 
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CAROLINE ELIZABETH 

What art thou, so soft and warm, 
Nestling in thy mother's arm, 
Peering out with puny eyes, 
Crying little silver cries, 
Fighting with an aimless list, 
Should thy little cheek be kissed, 
Breathing violet-scented breath, 
Caroline Elizabeth ? 

What a life is this you lead, 
Wholly given to sleep and feed, 
Waking hungry, feigning pain, 
Suckled off to sleep again, 
Sleeping, till you waking weep, 
Feeding, till you go to sleep, 
Very little living hath 
Caroline Elizabeth ! 

Yet I see thee sometimes lie, 
Sometimes fix thy tiny eye 
On the shining window frame, 
Or upon the candle flame ; 



Caroline Elizabeth i o i 

Seems a consciousness to pass, 
Slowly stealing o'er thy face, 
Like a moving moonlight wraith, 
Caroline Elizabeth. 

Complex thought it is to me, 
What that candle seems to thee, 
Why that look of awful lore? 
Hast thou seen that light before ? 
In the world from which thou came ? 
Or, is it a new-found flame, 
Since thou drew thy mortal breath, 
Caroline Elizabeth ? 

Probably thy notions are 
Neither very strong nor clear, 
All thou know'st — there is a light, 
Something shining — something bright — 
Something beautiful to see — 
Cushioned on thy mother's knee : 
That is quite enough, she saith, 
Caroline Elizabeth. 

Daughter of my middle days ! 
This is what thy father says ; 
When thy limbs have straightened out 
When they walk the world about, 
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^Vhen thy mouth has found its tongue, 
Even while thou still art young ; 
This is what thy father saith, 
Caroline Elizabeth. 

There is a light that shineth brightly ever, 
The pole-star of a wandering wearied earth, 
A magical reflection of the Giver, 
The expectation of a second birth \ 
By the long-winding banks of Life's gay river, 
Keep thine eye single, fixed on it, my child I 
Gaze on that light of life— -nor lose it ever, 
Howe'er by sweets or cares of earth beguiled ; 
Were it the latest word thy father saith, 
It would be this, my Caroline Elizabeth ! 
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KALLISTA 

What thing art thou, so small and bright, 
So far beneath the point of sight, 
A female dot — an infant sprite, 

Kallista i 

So most minute, and yet so fierce, 
So prepossessing, yet perverse, 
So very sweet, or the reverse, 

Kallista 2 

No such despotic queen e'er swayed, 
Was so obediently obeyed 
As thou, O microscopic maid, 

Kallista ! 

I see thee on thy regal seat, 
With dogs and men about thy feet, 
Preferring such as seems thee meet, 

Kallista ! 



104 Etchings in Verse 

Enforcing thy Draconic laws 
Amid tumultuous applause, 
Sometimes with smiles — more oft with claws, 

Kallista ! 

Or else I see thee in the mind 

To march in state, with all mankind 

Proceeding in thy train behind, 

Kallista ! 

Observant of thy smile or frown, 
And deeming it a high renown 
To lift thee, if thou tumble down, 

Kallista ! 

Thou scrap ! to whom we all must bow, 
Poor hangers on thy fitful brow, 
A very Mede and Persian thou, 

Kallista ! 

But, little maid, the days are prone 
When thou must abdicate thy throne, 
And lay thy puny sceptre down, 

Kallista ! 

When thou must quit thy royal state, 
Adopt a less unsteady gait, 
Be bashful and articulate, 

Kallista ! 
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Yet still, if poets rightly claim 
The maid is mother to the dame, 
Thou wilt not disavow thy name, 

Kallista ! 

Still sweet though sharp, if captious, kind ; 
Still always mistress of thy mind, 
The womanliest of womenkind, 

Kallista ! 
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HARPS AND HEARTS 

Oft unseen, in silence broken, 
Harps untouched will start, 

Oft, for want of words unspoken, 
Breaks a woman's heart 

Wanton words, like careless fingers, 

Make discordant strain, 
But, if but the feeling lingers, 

Hearts resound again. 

Noisy tongues, like summer thunder, 

Only clear the air, 
Hearts, like harps, break only under 

Loss of light and care. 

Left unstrung, untouched, untended, 

This is why they part, 
This, why breaks, in anguish ended, 

Many a woman's heart 
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Hearts, like harps, may lose their brightness, 

Losing not their tone ; 
Let it not be then, with lightness, 

Men shall leave them lone. 
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THE SEMI-DETACHMEN1 

Good-bye ! small house, good-bye ! 

Though weak in roof and rafter, 
I would not tell a lie 

To him who cometh after ; 
I could not meet a charge of guilt, 
Were I to say thou wert well-built ! 

Yet art thou sweet, though small, 
Yet art thou dear, though cracked; 

While fearing thou might Ml, 
Our faith remained intact, 

And lived, superior to our fears, 

For seven short matrimonial years. 

Good-bye ! old house, good-bye ! 

I brought my bride to thee, 
In thee I taught to fly 

My little nestlings three ; 
So cannot leave thee, my first nest, 
Without a sinking at my breast 
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We soar to other fields, 

To woods and pastures new, 
And if the prospect yields 

A happiness as true, 
We scarce can be so brightly blest 
Elsewhere, as here, thou ill-built nest ! 

Begone ! ye groundless fears, 

Ye phantoms of the past ! 
Why should our future years 

Be gloomier than the last ? 
Because we take a loftier flight, 
Why should they not be still more bright ? 

Come then, whate'er betide, 

Hid in the future's womb ! 
I and my seven-year bride 

Will love our earliest home : 
Good-bye ! thou ill-constructed cot, 
We love, but recommend thee not ! 
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SCHOOL 

We bought him a box for his books and things, 

And a cricket-bag for his bat ; 
And he looked the brightest and best of kings, 

Under his new straw hat 

We handed him into the railway train, 
With a troop of his young compeers, 

And we made as though it were dust and rain 
Were filling our eyes with tears. 

We looked in his innocent face to see 

The sign of a sorrowful heart, 
But he only shouldered his bat with glee, 

And wondered when they would start ! 

T was not that he loved not as heretofore, 
For the boy was tender and kind, 

But his was a world that was all before, 
And ours was a world behind ! 
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T was not that his fluttering heart was cold, 

For the child was loyal and true, 
But the parents love the love that is old, 

And the children the love that is new. 

And we came to know that Love is a flower 

Which only groweth down \ 
And we scarcely spoke, for the space of an hour, 

As we drove back through the town ! 



112 Etchings in Verse 



EPIGRAM 

{After Martial.) 

The things that make a perfect wife, 

O Clinton, dearest of my life ! 

Are these : pure breath, a spotless skin, 

White teeth and quiet tongue within ; 

Bright eyes, soft voice, a temper sweet, 

And dext'rous hands and nimble feet ; 

Tresses well-kempt, a bosom fair, 

A love of water and of air, 

Good pluck and healthy appetite, 

A deer by day, a mouse at night ; 

In understanding, not a fool, 

Nor yet robust enough to rule ; 

To superstition not inclined, 

Yet of a reverential mind ; 

A Saxon, of extraction good, 

Not of a too prolific brood ; 

Of equal age ; if not a maid, 

A childless widow, briefly wed. 

Be charms, like these, with honour sought, 

Or dark, or fair, or tall, or short, 

Or rich, or poor, it matters naught, 

To thee, my son ! shall come to pass, 

Such wife as now thy father has ! 
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STELLA 

When life is dark, and love is crossed, 
And friends have failed — and fame is lost, 
While daily labour drugs the mind, 
And hopes are scattered to the wind, 
To thee I turn, nor ever yet 
Have turned with anguish or regret 

Not only thine the hand, to press 
A wearied brow with tenderness : 
Not only thine, to smooth and spread 
The pillow for a fevered head, 
But skilled, with deeper art, to bind 
The wounds of a distempered mind. 

While others with my name make free, 
My secret soul is known to thee ; 
The ill, the doubtful, and the good 
Not only known, but understood : 
The ill ignored, the doubtful deemed 
Or good, or better than it seemed. 

i 
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O constant star ! attracting back 

The needle of my devious track; 

O faithful pilot ! at my helm, 

When storms arise, and seas o'erwhelm ; 

O pearl of price ! enough to own 

Though all my worldly gear were gone. 

Let others boast of wealth, or fame, 
Or power, or rank, or ancient name, 
Or intellect, I care not which, 
With thee alone, I too, am rich, 
With thee alone, I too, am great, 
A noble, learned potentate ! 
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CAROLINA 

I was young, and I was ardent, and my sire 

Did reprove me ; 
But it only added fuel to my fire, 

Thou did'st love me ! 

We were wedded, and in many toils my life 

Interwove me ; 
But I never failed to feel that, O my wife ! 

Thou did'st love me ! 

Now I'm ageing — to be callous, to be cold, 

It doth behove me ; 
But I cannot : for although I'm growing old, 

Thou dost love me ! 

Should I live to be thy pensioner — that thought 

Cannot move me : 
For although I have not loved thee as I ought, 

Thou wilt love me ! 

1 2 
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And when the curtain of the latest act 

Shall remove me, 
It will live to all eternity — the fact, 

Thou did'st love me ! 
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• ROSABELLA 

He held her in his trembling hand, 

Or wandered to and fro, 
Nor, to the last, would understand 

That she could really go. 

And when she lay among the slain, 

He would not weep, or die, 
But went about the world again, 

With unaverted eye. 

He talked of this — he talked of that — 

Still wandering to and fro, 
And scarcely seemed to marvel at 

The fierceness. of the blow. 

He would not change his household ways, 

Or care or pity claim, 
But made believe, for thirty days, 

That he was still the same. 
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And then, he laid him down and died, 

Within a winter's sun, 
Rocking himself to sleep, beside 

His youngest, dearest one. 

Like some poor bird, that flies a mile, 
Though stricken to the heart, 

He dropped — and yet 'twas with a smile 
We watched his soul depart I 
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Ah ! 't is the last sad instant, 

The instant of adieu ! 
Life in a word, humanity 
, Interpreted anew ! 
Hope in our hearts no longer, 

Light in our eyes no more, 
Tears, ever tears for us, alone 

In everlasting store 1 

r 

Deserted, ours the undying sense, 

The sound no longer heard ; 
Departing, his the eloquence, 

The music of the word. 
Hope in his heart, how evident ! 

Tears in his eyes, how few ! 
His ocean of eternity, 

Our instant of adieu ! 
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OUR HILL 



The oaks break forth, and the swallows come. 
The nightingale revisits his home, 

And the early suns arise ; 
My heart, that sleeps in a stupor still, 
Wakes in its agony, on our hill, 

Crying with bitter cries, 
Oh ! who shall merciful drops distil, 

To solace my aching eyes ? 

I loved her long, and I loved her well, 
Twas ours in a constant gleam to dwell, 

Under our cloudless skies ! 
But Heaven was envious : she was still, 
And I laid her, silently, by our hill, 

Til! the awful morn shall rise : 
And who shall merciful drops distil. 

To solace my aching eyes ? 
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The flowers unburden their sweets for me, 
The birds tell forth their minstrelsy, 

And the gorgeous suns arise ; 
But the nettle and nightshade creep at will, 
And the owl hoots, nightly, by our hill, 

Where my loved and lost one lies : 
And who shall merciful drops distil, 

To solace my aching eyes ? 
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WO? 

Translated from Heine. 

O ! where at length for ever 
Shall the wanderer recline? 

By the palms of some south river? 
Or the lindens of the Rhine? 

Shall I some desert under 
Be laid by stranger hands ? 

Or where the wild waves thunder, 
Sleep silent in the sands? 

Ah well ! God's heaven will cover me 

With its resplendent arc, 
And the stars will hang all over me, 

Like death-lamps in the dark ! 
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TO-MORRO W 

Through the valley of our smiling and our sorrow, 
Like an unimpeded ever-rolling river, 

To-morrow, and to-morrow, and to-morrow, 
Our lives are ebbing ocean wards for ever \ 

And yesterday, and yesterday, is spedding 
In the dimness of the deadness of the past, 

Like a lake upon a lake behind us spreading, 
While the darkness of the night is falling fast ! 

And, to-day is ever coming, ever going, 
For the present is a figment of the brain, 

Nor the river ever tarries in its flowing, 

Nor a wave shall wash its former bank again. 

We live as if the world were ours for ever, 

We die as though we leave the world a blank ! 

But the landscape never lacks its ancient river, 
And the river never lacks its ancient bank. 
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The bell upon the bar is ever tolling, 
And again we hear the warning, and again 

Forgotten is the river's onward rolling, 
Forgotten is the melting in the main ! 

And still upon the present do we borrow, 
Though the present is the future, or the past, 

And to-morrow, and to-morrow, and to-morrow, 
Shall land us in eternity at last ! 
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' WHEN I WAS YOUNG' 

Fair maiden! warbling like a bird, 

Upon thy lips I hung, 
And, listening to thy song, I heard 

The words ' When I was young ; ' 
1 When I was young ! sweet child ! ' I thought, 

Why, art thou not young now ? 
With life and health at every port, 

And beauty at thy prow ? 



And dost thou think those early years, 

Played out on childhood's stage, 
With all their smiles and all their tears, 

Have been indeed an age ? 
Nay ! when throughout an equal sphere 

The pendulum has swung, 
T will then be time enough to hear 

Thee sing, ' When I was young.' 
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T is ever thus ; in early days 

The march of time is slow, 
Retracing all our infant ways, 

It seemed so far to go; 
But, as we climb from year to year, 

And wider views unfold, 
We come to know how young we were, 

When once we felt so old. 

Yet happy souls like thine, should ne'er 

The flight of time lament, 
Nor reck if old or young we were, 

If life be but well-spent ; 
Be thine a pure perpetual youth, 

Like that whereof thou sung, 
Nor e'er deplore, in real truth, 

The days when thou wert young ! 
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SONNETS 

TO MY FATHER 

Father ! if on thy future monument 

Hereafter should be graved a worthy line, 

Forbid it that the noble task were mine, 

For it would be with weeping blurred and blent, 

Which, else, would be an elegy heaven-sent, 
Telling of all in thee that is divine : 
Thy lofty aim, thy point of honour fine, 
Thy master Bow, invariably bent 

For duty and for conquest ; Like thy frame, 
Towering above its fellows, thy pure mind 
Distinguished in a long protracted strife ; 

The lustre of thine unimpeachbd name ; 
The love and admiration of thy kind ; 
With loftier titles to Eternal Life ! 



OF MY MOTHER 



My Beatrice ! my Mother 1 if there break, 
Across my dull and uneventful day, 
A fitful gleam of sunshine — t'were a ray 
From thy celestial Vision ! — to awake 
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My slumbering soul, and, from my spirit shake 
The burden of its vile impervious clay ; 
With thee, amid the stars, to soar away, 
What though with wings still dripping for thy sake ! 

For thou, alone, wert able lo attain 
A teaching else impossible — the one mind 
That could accomplish all that doctrine meek : 

Constrained to go a mile — went gladly twain— 
Blessed them that cursed — wert kin to the unkind, 
Smitten, would'st smile, and turn the other cheek. 



ON A FRIEND 



Freeman ! and art thou then, indeed, no more ? 
Or has thy spirit passed into a sphere 
Remote from this disturbing atmosphere ? 
Which, when on earth, it loved to traverse o'er, 

And all its vast magnificence explore, 

Bringing the stars of heaven to us so near, 
And making many a complex problem clear? 
With heart attuned to marvel and adore, 

With mind adept to ponder and divine : 
Now do thy former speculations yield 
To knowledge, gleaned no longer through a glass, 

But gained where brighter lights than planets shine, 
And greater fires than suns have been revealed, 
With thy Creator standing face to face 1 
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GARIBALDI 

What makes this wild uproar 
In London's ancient town ? 

Saw ye not e'er before, 
A king without a crown ? 

A king without a crown ! 

A knight without a stain ! 
Ye heralds ! write him down 

The noblest in your train. 

See him come, calm and sad, 
With that poor wounded foot, 

To make the peoples glad, 
To make the tyrants mute. 

So boastless and so brave, 
So tender and so true, 

So careless of ' to have,' 
So dominant to do ! 

K 
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Shall English voices cheer, 
And English hearts awake. 

Because a man draws near 
Who fought for freedom's sake ? 

Shall queens approach his hand, 
And princes bend the knee, 

To court him, in this land 
Of light and liberty? 

Yea ! it is meet that here, 
The boon for which he strove 

Should find an atmosphere 
Of reverence and love ! 

For in this England glad, 
And generous, and free, 

Our fathers always had 
A million sons like thee, 
Garibaldi ! 
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MAXIMILIAN 

He rose up at the break of dawn, 
Knowing it was his latest morn, 
And the mass was said, and, duly shriven, 
He fed on the sacred food of heaven. 

He went forth in the morning sun, 
With eyes unbound : for he was not one 
To shrink from death with a veiled face, 
Or shudder to meet the coup de grace. 

Of the blood of the Hapsburgs he was bred, 
With holy oil upon his head ; 
He could not waver — he would not wince, 
But died, as he always lived ! — a Prince. 

With steady eye, and a tranquil brow, 
' To liberty, friends/ he said, ' we bow,' 
Then knelt him duwn (God help the word) 
On the liberty-loving Mexican sward, 

K2 
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But first he pressed, his lips between, 
The lineaments of his absent queen ; 
Absent in mind and body both, 
And plighted anew his sacred troth. 

And then he uttered the blessed word, 
Which marks the martyrs of the Lord ; 
* Mexico ! mayst thou still be free, 
And, Lopez, freely I pardon thee ! ' 

When the smoke of the volley had cleared away, 
At the foot of the Cross, Maximilian lay ; 
Mexicans ! worst of the devil's brood, 
What shall ever wash out that blood ? 



T *> * 



FENIANS 

He who to Peter said, 

' Enough ! put up thy sword,' 
Which is to be interpreted, 

Vengeance is of the Lord. 
How would He, if on earth He dwelt, 
With this dilemma sore, have dealt ? 

That blood should flow for blood, 

That eye should pay for eye, 
This were a maxim understood 

In the world's infancy, 
When men, like beasts, were born in strife, 
And only lived by taking life. 

But man, in later time, 

Slow-tending to divine, 
Shall he not deign to learn from Him 

Who * vengeance ' said * is Mine ' ; 
And mercy mix with justice* cup, 
Unless he, too, would drink it up ! 
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Should Providence avert 
The base assassin's stroke, 

Which is the great and godlike heart ? 
His who returns the shock, 

Or his who strikes the dagger down, 

And saves the life that sought his own ? 

I charge thee to thy face, 

Thou wronged and righteous Queen, 
Put back thy sword into the place, 

Where it hath ever been, 
Ready to save thy rebel brood, 
But not to stain it in their blood ! 

Queen of the Christian world, 

Thou delegate of God, 
Whose flag victorious is unfurled 

Wherever man hath trod ; 
I say again, * Put up thy sword, 
And leave thy vengeance to thy Lord.' 
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WAIFS AND STRA YS 

Born in a kennel, and bred in a mews, 
Pastured on offal, and sleeping on stairs ; 

Where he came from, nobody knows ; 
Where he'll go to, nobody cares. 

Lurking about in the streets all day, 
Sweeping a crossing, or selling a match, 

Calling cabs, or showing the way, 
With a grimy hand, the penny to catch. 

When the sun is up, and the tide is out, 
Happily larking in mud of the Thames ; 

After midnight, prowling about, 
Playing at wonderful ghostly games. 

Pious persons ask him to sup, 

Ask him after supper to stay, 
But he thinks he'll only be well ' blown-up,' 

So, scared and starving, he sculks away. 
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What a magnificent city is ours ! 

Christian carriages roll about, 
Ladies floating in lace and flowers, 

Home-returning from dinner and rout 

Oh ! what a singular sight to fill 

Feminine eyes, till the tears run o'er, 

A poor little human Catherine-wheel, 
Whirling about at the opera door. 

Shrinking back from his filthy hand, 
Scenting herself with her lavender ; 

This is no typical Holy Land, 

To suffer young Arabs to come unto her ! 

Little he knows, and little he cares, 

But he scampers about till the stars all nod, 

And then he goes to sleep on his stairs : 
And this is a Christian land, O God ! 
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THE COLPORTEUR 

Under his burden bending, 
With footsteps weary and sore, 

A resolute man is wending 

His way on the darksome moor ; 

While a hand unseen, and a light within, 
Beckon him on before. 

Making the road seem shorter, 

Making the darkness, day, 
For he is a blest Colporteur 

Out on his sacred way, 
To carry the Word of the living Lord 

To the regions far away. 

To the people in darkness pining 

Under the shadow of death, 
A burning light, and a shining 

Beacon across their path ; 
The coat on his back and a well-filled pack, 

All the provision he hath. 
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Called by the poor, a pedlar, 

Called by the rich, a tramp, 
To the bigot, a would-be meddler, 

To the scoffer, only a scamp ; 
All honour the more, for he carries the war 

Into the enemy's camp. 

Scaling him by the barrier, 

Mining him in the ditch, 
Or, like a true bred warrior, 

Meeting him at the breach ; 
Armed with the sword of the winning Word, 

Satan to overreach. 

And out on the early morrow, 

Or ever the first cockcrow, 
When forth to the farm and furrow, 

The children of labour go ; 
With wallet in hand, will he take his stand, 

The seed of the Word to sow. 

In the shade of the rural byeway, 
In the shine of the village mead, 

In the town and the public highway, 
Wherever a man may tread ; 

Alike at the door of the rich and poor, 
Sowing the precious seed. 
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And some shall fall in the thicket, 

Some in the open wold, 
For the wandering fowl to pick it, 

Or shrivel it up, the cold ; 
But some shall take root and bear good fruit, 

Even a hundred-fold. 

Such is the blest Colporteur, 

Covering up the nude, 
To the thirsty, bearing water, 

To the hungry, bearing food ; 
Of the sick and in ward, in the name of the Lord, 

Cheering the solitude. 



140 Etchings in Verse 



LOUISE 

O sweet Louise ! so bright and young, 
The pearl of every trembling tongue, 
The loveliest of a royal brood, 
The whitest flower of maidenhood ; 

What heaven- compelling words are these? 
O sweet Louise ! 

O sweet Louise ! of all thy race, 
Foredained to hold the loftiest place ; 
Who would not wed where thou wert born, 
Nor yet would fade, forgot, forlorn ; 
But mocked the mockery of degrees, 
O sweet Louise ! 

O sweet Louise ! five hundred years 
Thy sisters mated with their peers ; 
Reserved for thee, the spell to break, 
And fall in love for Love's own sake ; 
Obedient to his old decrees, 
O sweet Louise ! 
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O sweet Louise ! apostate pure ! 
Thy name, for ages, shall endure, 
When bards unborn new strains invent 
On unimagined instrument; 
Be this the theme — their numbers these, 
O sweet Louise ! 

Thee, sweet Louise ! who thought no sin, 
To deign to stoop — to stoop to win, 
To live to love — to love to live 
With one who had a heart to give \ 
And raise a bondsman from his knees, 
O sweet Louise ! 



142 Etchings in Verse 



THE LOSS OF THE ' CAPTAIN' 

The fleet was under sail, 

Close-order and close-hauled, 
When, in an unexpected gale, . 
The midnight watch was called 
In the * Captain ' there, 
Off Finisterre ! 

They piped the middle watch, 

In gusts of wind and rain, 
And cheerily from every hatch, 
The seamen stepped amain 
In the ' Captain ' there, 
Off Finisterre ! 

She bent beneath the squall, 

And she lay upon her beam, 
For the orders of the Admiral 
Were, not to get up steam 
In the ' Captain * there, 
Off Finisterre ! 
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She heeled — and lurched — and then 

She rolled into the wave, 
And half a thousand Englishmen 
Had found a watery grave 
In the * Captain ' there, 
Off Finisterre ! 

Yea ! half a thousand hands 

In half a minute lay, 
Imbedded in the Spanish sands 
That bottom Vigo bay ; 
In the ' Captain ' there, 
Off Finisterre ! 

Yea ! half a thousand souls, 

All gone aloft to join 
In glory with undaunted Coles 
And valiant Burgoyne ; 
In the ' Captain ' there, 
Off Finisterre ! 
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THE CRIMEA 

1854 

The sea was up, the northern blast 
That blew so long, so straight and fast, 
In fierce tornado, rose at last, 

Obedient to the Czar ; 
And Europe heard the grey bear pant, 
From Lapland to the blue Levant 
Which echoed the Gregorian chant, 

Set to the words of war. 

De Bouillon turned him at the strain, 
Richard uncrossed his legs again, 
And Saladin made shift, in vain, 

To struggle through the moss ; 
For chivalry was not decayed, 
When went the West its last crusade, 
With this strange charter party made, 

The Crescent and the Cross. 
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To rescue round, like bees, they came, 
He of the thunder-sounding name, 
What Moscow, of the Oriflamme 

Unscorched had left, unfurled ; 
Reserved for him, that brand to slake, 
Wash out the Baltic in the Black, 
And float it, like the Union-jack, 

The standard of the world. 

Drew off no gauntlet of a slave, 

The beardless boy by Danube's wave, 

And Orloff, he who came to shave, 

Resought his master, shorn ; 
Nor Rhine her Fatherland forgot, 
When Berlin hesitated not, 
And Alps' old hunter cleared his throat 

To wind no trembling horn. 

Then, too, the Lion rose again, 

Shook off the cautious ' travelled Thane,' 

With those who held him by the mane, 

Or stroked him by the ears, 
Ceased from his helpless whine of grief, 
And weeping for his scarce-cold chief, 
And roared, for all the sons of beef, 

' The British Grenadiers. 1 

L 
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And she, who heard that music played, 
Gave up, though mother, wife, or maid, 
The frieze, the broadcloth, and the plaid, 

Unmoistened to the wind ; 
And many a huge and horny fist 
Struck all the "harder in the East, 
For knuckles in the gangway kissed 

By girls it left behind. 

Then forth they stepped, thdse hearts of oak, 
Mid spars and bunting, fire and smoke, 
When flashed the frigate from the dock, 

The steamer from the forge ; 
And every jacket, blue, or red, 
Heaved to its finest, feeblest thread, 
When sang the Captain, ' Turn ahead,' 

For glory and St» George ! 

Nor absent then, those scented hordes 
Of younger sons and noble lords, 
With patent boots and taper swords, 

Of whom ' the Duke ' confessed, 
None sought the rear at Waterloo, 
To change more broken blades for new, 
Or failed of all the fight they knew 

For being dapper dressed. 
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And lingered yet home's last adieu, 
When gunboat, paddle, sail, and screw, 
Drove the dark Euxine's wild wave through, 

Which foamed as white as fleece ; 
And, in the secret of his soul, 
The tyrant in Sebastopol, • 
Had heard, and recognised the roll 

Of Ocean's old police. 

So, George and Louis ! here we are, 
Both we and all our dogs of war, 
So Allons ! Allah ! Dieu et Droit, 

And pipe all hands ahoy ! 
Out Armstrong, cutlass, carbine, sword, 
Let go the cable by the board, 
* Salute the Rooshians ' — ' fear the Lord, 

And keep your powder dry ! ' 



l 2 
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THE TART UNTASTED 

How strange a thing is life ! how stranger still 

Is love ! and how we change ! What memories fill 

The long vacations of our later years ; 

Revived in laughter, or suffused in tears ! 

The blow that falls the heaviest on our head 

Comes least expected. When our wings are spread ; 

The rain descends, and when no cloud is nigh, 

There breaks a clap of thunder in the sky : 

With me, at least, thus it hath ever been. 

It was my wont, when I was scarce sixteen, 
Remitted from the duresse of my books, 
Daily to solace nature at a cook's, 
With cakes constructed by the cunning art 
Of that confectioner, who framed a tart 
On Christian principles — a trusting soul ! 
Thence would I sally forth sustained, to stroll 
(Well shod, and not indifferently gloved) 
Beneath the windows of a maid I loved, 
In hope to catch a glimmer of her eye, 
Or e'en a smile from her divinity, 
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To lighten up the deepness of my gloom ; 

I ever deemed it was the dining-room, 

Because her face was usually flushed, 

Whether with lunch or love* she always blushed, — 

Elsetime she wore a lily in her cheek. 

1 

It had not been our destiny to speak, 

Not being introduced, but from afar 

Her soul was watched and worshipped like a star, 

At concerts, and at lectures, and at prayers, 

In streets, and public gardens, and on stairs, 

Wherever we could meet in sight or faith ; 

Her sainted name, it ws>—«Elizdbeth. 

There came a day, full well my memory knows, 

(Why wilt thou, Memory J wounds like these unclose ?) 

The sun rose as at other time, the day 

Broke much as usual in the month of May, 

Black as a hearse, and gusty as a scold, 

Wet, slimy, sulky, miserably cold. 

Sounds oppidan rose gradual ; first the cry 

Of him who gathers dust, and then the sigh 

And oriental sound of him who yearns 

To purchase garbs, or who a pittance earns 

By vending cress, or sand as white as snow, 

Or herrings of a multitudinous roe ! 

The old familiar voices passed my ear, 

Without a warning of a fate so near : 

I construed all my classics — with a key, 

But with no presage of catastrophe ! 
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The school was up ; with love and hunger fraught. 

The counter of the trusting-one I sought, 

And there selected, as of yore, my tart, 

Fit prelude to the pasture of my heart ; 

Whiles, as I chatted gaily, and my taste 

Was trembling o'er the margin of the paste, 

In mind to love anon, but, first, to eat, 

A travelling-carriage trotted down the street, 

White favours on the blinkers, and in view, 

Upon the boot, a venerable shoe ! 

Within, upon the cushions, there reclined 

Two figures juxtaposed beneath the blind ; 

The one, I knew not, never saw before, 

(And may I never, never, see him more !) 

The other — why this flutter in my breath? 

Ye gods ! it was my loved Elizabeth ! 

Our eyes met, 'twas a moment, she was gone ! 

My tart was left untasted* 

I have known 
Moments of agony since then — have trod 
The fearful schools of Oxford — in the Quad 
Waiting for my ' testamur ' ; I have seen 
Men drowned, and hanged, and shot Yea, have I been 
Where banks broke ; have been questioned of my 

soul, 
By ladies at Revivals ! As a whole, 
My life has been convulsive — but I state 
I never underwent a shock like that ! 
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I cannot say I never saw her more, 
I did — it was upon the ribbed shore 
Of Mersey, by the illimitable sea ; 
Her form had lost its pristine symmetry ; 
She held a little maiden by the hand, 
Five others followed after on the sand ; 
She was apparelled in a garb not well 
Adapted to her figure, and there fell 
Upon my ear, the irritable words — 
* Why do you drag, Eliza ! ' — 

— Time affords 
Some balsam to the bosom's deepest wound, 
Else, on that spot, perchance I might have swooned. 

Such was Elizabeth ! and years have passed, 
Since, on that fatal day, I saw thee last ! 
May' st thou be blest in thy prolific lot ! 
I do remember, but deplore thee not. 
Now can I eat my tart without a groan, 
Divide it too, with children of my own ; 
And, daily press another to my heart, 
With voice as clear as thine — and not so tart ! 
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THE COL DU TOURMALET 

Of all the days that ever were dawned, 

Twas the brightest halcyon day, 
When I and my lass, we crossed the Pass 

Of the Col du Tourmalet 
^The sun had been up an hour or more, 

And it seemed to us an age, 
Till the mules came jingling to the door 

Of the hostel at Bareges ; 
And the bells kept time to a cheerful chime, 

As we started upon our way, 
When I and my lass, we crossed the Pass 

Of the Col du Tourmalet ! 

)Ve turned our backs on the long steep street, 

And the gaze of the spectral man, 
Who had lost his luck, and saved his feet, 

At the taking of Sedan. 
And we thought no more of his wistful face, 

The whole of that summer day, 
While I and my lass were crossing the Pass 

Of the Col du Tourmalet ! 
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The mountain rose from her night's repose, 

Roused by the morning breeze ; 
And her veil came down, like a maiden's gown, 

Slipping below her knees, 
Leaving unrolled in silver and gold, 

The Pic du Midi so gay, 
For me and my lass, when we crossed the Pass 

Of the Col du Tourmalet ! 



Over the mountain-stream we strayed, 

Under the mountain-pine, 
Now in the gloom of the shivering shade, 

Now in the golden shine ; 
As we went zigzag, by crevice and crag, 

Slowly up on our way, 
Both I and my lass, who crossed the Pass 

Of the Col du Tourmalet ! 

The distant hum of the valley beneath 

Fainter and fainter grew, 
Twas a longer, lighter, livelier breath 

That, journeying up, we drew ; 
And the voice we heard of many a bird, 

Never known till the day 
When I and my lass, we crossed the Pass 

Of the Col du Tourmalet ! 
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The tinkling sire of the flock looked round, 

Scared in his early browse, 
Gazed for a moment in awe profound, 

Then sought his nibbling fraus ; 
And the flock fled cowed, like a fleecy cloud, 

Scudding lightly away 
From me and my lass, as we crossed the Pass 

Of the Col du Tourmalet ! 

And still we rose in the winding-shroud 

Of the mist, and the melting snow, 
And viewed in the swift dissolving cloud, 

The peaceful valley below ; 
For a fitful haze in the trenchant blaze, 

Passed over the peak that day, 
When I and my lass, we crossed the Pass 

Of the Col du Tourmalet ! 

At length on the shouldering ridge we stood, 

And the rocks of the watershed, 
And a vulture flapped, in wrath, from his food 

Of a lamb left ragged and red. 
And we looked our last on the dangers past, 

Then turned to our downward way, 
Did I and my lass, when we crossed the Pass 

Of the Col du Tourmalet ! 
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Oh ! then with many a stifled scream, 

And many a nervous frown, 
As the rocks rushed past, we looked aghast, 

As we drove right royally down ; 
Till under our feet, so shining and sweet, 

A miniature village lay, 
For me and my lass, as we crossed the Pass 

Of the Col du Tourmalet ! 

And there we lingered beside the brink 

Of the garrulous headlong Gave, 
With a bottle of beautiful Beaune to drink, 

And a fowl for fingers to carve ; 
And a hard-boiled egg, for the children who beg 

In a mute and a mountainous way, 
From me and my lass, who had crossed the Pass 

Of the Col du Tourmalet ! 

Tis over and past, that loveliest, last 

Long drive in the Pyrenees ! 
Mid peak and pine, and shadow and shine, 

And turbulent rocks and trees ; 
And hoping is vain, that ever again, ( 

Shall happen us such a day, 
As when I and my lass, we crossed the Pass 

Of the Col du Tourmalet ! 



1872. 



1 56 Etchings in Verse 



THE STORY OF LESS I A 
(Collated from Catullus) 

LII 

Equal to any god he seems to me ; 

Yea, even greater than a god, appears 
The man, who, sitting opposite to thee, 

Sees, while he hears 

Thy dulcet laughter ; but it takes away 
My breath, for if I dare to look upon 

Thee near, wretch that I am, O Lesbia ! 
My sense is gone ! 

Flickers my heart — a subtle flame around 
My limbs distils, and robs me of my tongue; 

My eyes are veiled in night — with their own sound 
My ears are rung ) 

Convulsions through my trembling members pass, 

And o'er my skin cold perspirations spread* 
My countenance is greener than the grass, 
I am as dead ! 
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11 

sparrow ! my lady's delight, 

To play with, and hide in her neck, 
To offer the tip of her finger to bite, 

Provoking to wickedly peck. 
Whenever my bright one's inclined 

To such little sport with her pet, 

1 think it's to solace the grief of her mind, 
And quiet her ardent regret 

Could / toy with thee, even as she, 

To alleviate cares of my own, 
'Twere as grateful to me as the apple of gold 

In front of the swift Atalanta, was rolled, 
To loose her long maidenhood's zone ! 



in 

Lament, ye Loves, and men of taste ! my lady's spar- 
row's dead 1 

The sparrow that my lady loved more than her eyes 
now red. 

A honeyed thing ! it knew her, as a child it's mother 
dear, 

Nor left her breast, but hopped about, and chirped 
alone for her. 



158 Etchings in Verse 

Now goes it down the shrouded path to that far- 
distant bourne, 
Whence, neither man nor sparrow shall, for evermore, 

return. 
Curse on thee, gloomy Orcus! devouring all things rare, 
So sweet a little sparrow, hast thou ravished from my 

fair; 
O sad event ! poor sparrow ! now lying lost and dead, 
Because of thee my darling's eyes are swoFn, with 
weeping, red ! 



XLVIII 

Might I kiss thy sweet eyes without stint, I had kissed 
And kissed them and kissed them, from evening 
to morn, 

Three hundred times thousand, nor then would desist, 
Till the crop were as thick as the ears of dry corn ! 



VII 

D'ost ask how many kisses are enough for me, and 

more? 
As many as the sands upon Cyrene's spicy shore, 
Between the sultry oracle of Amnion's surging dome, 
And where the ancient Battus lies in consecrated tomb. 
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As many as the stars wherewith the silent heavens are 

bright, 
While gazing on the secret loves of mortals in the 

night ; 
For raging me, so many kisses are enough and more, 
As neither curious eyes can charm, nor evil tongues 

can score ! 



Let's live and love, my Lesbia ! and a farthing for 
the warning 

Of cross old sages ! suns may set, and rise again next 
morning ; 

But we, when once our little light if s last farewell is 
taking, 

Must slumber in perpetual night, from which there is 
no waking ! 

Give me a thousand kisses — and give me then a hun- 
dred — 

And then a second thousand, and then a second hun- 
dred, 

And then another thousand and then another hundred, 

Until with hundred thousands all the calculation's 
blundered, 

And neither we can count the sum, nor anybody 
spite us 

With knowledge of the number of the kisses that 
delight us ! 



160 Etchings in Verse 



LXXXVI 

To many, Quintia's beautiful — erect, and tall, and fair; 
And I, too, willingly concede these several graces rare. 
But 'beautiful,' I must deny; no loveliness can claim 
A girl without a grain of spice in her enormous frame. 
Now Lesbia, she is beautiful and, beauteous as a whole, 
Combining in herself the charms from all her sex she 
stole 1 

LXX 

My Lesbia says she'd like to wed with no man 
More than with me — though Jove himself had 
sought her! 

Says — but what to her lover says a woman, 
As well were writ on wind, or running water ! 

xcn 

Lesbia blasphemes me, never lets me be, 
And may I die if Lesbia loves not me ! 
I know— because I too at Lesbia swear, 
And may I die if I don't worship her ! 

LXXIX 

By Lesbia, handsome Lesbius is preferred 
To thee, Catullus ! and thy house ! what then ? 

Let Lesbius sell Catullus and his herd, 

If he's on terms with three born-gentlemen ! 
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civ 

Deem'st thou I could revile my life, dearer than both 

my eyes ? 
Neither I could, nor if I could, should I so madly 

prize. 
But thou art ever trumping up thy monstrous tippling 

lies ! 

LXXXV, 

I hate and love ! Perchance you ask 

How that can ever be ? 
I know not — but I feel it, 

And am racked with agony ! 

LXXXII 

Would'st thou to thee, Catullus owed his eyes ? 

Or what is dearer than his eyes ? I pray 
O Quintius ! steal not what he more doth prize 

Than eyes, or what is dearer far than they ! 

LXXII 

Thou used to say, my Lesbia ! thou did'st love 
Catullus only — scorning even Jove ! 
I loved thee then, not merely as my flame, 
But as a father those who bear his name* 

M 
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I know thee now — and though I burn more bright, 
Yet art thou viler, lighter in my sight ! 
Why ? dost thou ask ? Because my wrongs enforce 
My heart to love thee better — deem thee worse ! 



LXXVII 

Never could woman so truly declare she was really 
loved, 

Lesbia ! even as thou loved have been ever by me ! 
Never were treaty so faithfully kept, so inviolate 
proved, 

As our engagement was held, loyally only to thee ! 
Lesbia ! now by thy perfidy am I degraded so far, 

Now is my mind so lost, doing its duty by you \ 
Never can I respect you again — the best that you are, 

Never again desist loving — the worst that you do ! 



evil 

When comes an unexpected gain 
To one who long desired in vain, 

His soul is truly blest ; 
Wherefore 'tis grateful, and than gold 
More precious, that again I hold 

My Lesbia to my breast ! 
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Returned again ! without a word 
Restored ! and of thine own accord, 

O day to mark with white \ 
What happier man than I can live, 
What better boon life now can give, 

Let him, who can, indite ! 



cix 

Our love, my life ! you promise shall 
Be pleasant and perpetual. 
Great gods ! O grant the promise true, 
That she may make, and keep it too ; 
That we maintain, through life, intact, 
Our sacred friendship's mutual pact ! 



VIII 

Thou wretched man Catullus ! let thy folly now be 

o'er, 
And realize the fact that what has perished is no 

more ! 
Once, dazzling days shone bright for thee, when 

following in the train 
Of her who has been loved as none shall e'er be loved 

again. 

M 2 
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Then all those joyful things were done to which ye 

both agreed, 
Which thou desired, nor she forbade — O dazzling days 

indeed ! 
Now she denies, no longer feebly follow if she 

Be obstinate, obdurate, nor live on in misery. 
Farewell, my girl ! thy once-beloved Catullus now is 

hard, 
No longer will he pray and plead for thy refused 

regard, 
But thou shalt weep, when none shall woo, or deem 

thee then divine ; 
False one ! — when none shall follow thee, what life 

shall then be thine ? 
Whom wilt thou love ? with hungry lip whom then wilt 

thou embrace ? 
But thou Catullus ! ne'er relax thy firm obdurate face ! 



LVIII 



O Ccelius ! our Lesbia — e'en Lesbia — that Lesbia 
Catullus loved more than his eyes, or his home, 

Now pacing the streets and the alleys, he sees be a 
Thing to solicit the gallants of Rome ! 
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LXXVI 

If to a man some pleasure can accrue 
From memory of his benefits conferred, 

When he considers that his course was true, 
No pledges forfeited — no vows deferred, 

Catullus ! many happy years shall shine 

Out of that ill-requited love of thine ! 

For everything a man could do or say, 
By word and deed, considerate and kind, 

By thee was said and done, and thrown away, 
lavished in vain, upon a thankless mind ! 

Why longer, then, against thy fate rebel, 

Or hesitate the illusion to dispel ? 

Why should'st thou still against the gods repine ? 

What though 'twere hard, so, sudden, to extract 
Out of thy heart a love as deep as thine ? 

Yet it may be accomplished. In that act 
Lies thy sole safety ; recognise thy lot : 
Do it thou must, whether thou can or not ! 

Ye gods ! if pity be your attribute, 
Or e'er to mortals, at their latest cry, 

Ye lent your aid ; give ear unto my suit, 
And purge me of this fatal leprosy, 

Which, like a creeping numbness, doth infest 

My frame, and drives all gladness from my breast ! 
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No more I crave that she should love again, 
Nor that she should— e'en if she could, — be 
chaste ! 

I only pray for healing ; that the stain 
Of this so dire disease may be effaced. 

Grant this, O great compassionate gods ! to me, 

In recognition of my piety ! 



PART II. 



SACRED 



169 



SINAI 

Saint Paul, to the Galatians, aptly saith, 
What though in language allegorical, 
* Mount Sinai is a mount which gendereth 
To bondage ! ' for it pinions in its thrall 
A tethered sea, with horns that ever want 
To gore the waters of the blue Levant ! l 

To the west, steams India, hastening to the north, 
Or Europe, largely spreading to the sun ; 
To the east, unlashed, the silent seas go forth 
By Moab mountains desolate and dull ; 
And Graia's isle — that lone embattled rock ; 
To Ezion-geber, where the ships they broke ! 

Southward, the coral oceans rage and roar, 
Or swelter molten, 'neath the azure sky : 
Northward, uprears magnificent Mount Hor, 
By Petra's rosy-tinted temples, high, 
O'erlooking, in its marvellous repose 
The city of the reptile and the rose ! 

1 Written before the opening of the Suez Canal. 
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Midway, a mountain triangle is set. 
With naked flanks ascending from its base. 
Converging to a purple coronet. 
Where crest and peak o'erlap and interlace, 
Like seas arrested, running mountains high. 
Fixed in the glassy, clear, cerulean sky ! 

Red islands, anchored in the shifting sands, 
Or in the drifts of torrents or of storms, 
Resemble temples fashioned without hands, 
Or phantasies of art, or human forms : 
A skeleton of earth, whose bladeless bones 
Are ribs of rock and scattered boulder-stones ! 

The pilgrim, poised upon his desert ship, 
O'er seas of gravel steers, from Moses* well 
To where the spurs of Sinai seaward dip, 
By Marah's water, and by Gherundel, 
Then, head to sun, defies the god of day, 
And upward, to the highland, soars away, 

Through fissures furrowed in perpetual gloom, 
O'er steppes unshadowed in the sultry calm ; 
Through valleys flecked with tamarisk and broom, 
And pebbly bays and isles of spectral Palm ; 
By slopes of grit and bluffs of blinding chalk, 
And sheer escarpments scored with man, his mark ! 

By many a Sheikh's unlettered cenotaph, 
By many a group of simple Arab graves, 
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Where ravens flap and fierce hyenas laugh, 
And sandstorms bury with remorseless waves 
The rags, that flutter fondly o'er the tomb, 
Where lonely Bedouin-women weeping come ! 

To Serbal — bristling bright with jagged towers, 
To Katherine — floating in the speckless span, 
To awful Mousa — hiding ferns and flowers. : 
And that great granite giant of the plain, 
Whose mild majestic countenance to face, 
Convinces, God was surely in that place ! 

Thou ! who may'st in these sacred haunts be found, 
Put off thy shoes — for it is holy ground ! 
This is the spot the great Creator chose 
To voice Himself in thunder and in rain ; 
Perchance the place our gentle Master knows, 
Where Powers of Evil tempted Him in vain : 
For lo ! a vision of the ancient days, 
Three forms transfigured in the liquid haze, 
Elijah's mantle veiling Moses' rod, 
The third is like unto the Son of God ! 
' Moses ? What dost thou here ? * * O Lord ! I fear, 
For the sheep Thou hast committed to my care.' 
' Elijah ! what dost thou ? ' ' O Lord ! they bow 
To creatures of the water and the air ! ' 
' What dost thou here, my Son ? ' ' My Father ! I, 
Likewise, am tempted by despondency/ 
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1 Moses ! be thine, the thunder and the fire ! 

Elijah ! thine, the earthquake and the wind ! 

Be thine, my Son ! in secret to inspire 

The still small voice of conscience in the mind. 

And is it still prohibited, that we 

Should rear our altars to this trinity ? 

No ! earth has not a shrine for such as they, 

Contending angels, Moses, bore away : 

Elijah passed in flaming chariot driven : 

And Jesus — hath ascended into heaven ! 

O most immortal mountain of our dread ! 
Whose summit claims Jehovah's awful tread, 
What other heights of earth can boast, like thee, 
A concrete contact with Infinity ? 
Not Caucasus, the cradle of the race, 
Where Ararat asserts primeval place 
Not Himalayean altitudes, upriven 
A thousand feet or so, nearest to heaven ! 
Not Ural, bounding with its steady lines ; 
Nor old Parnassus, hiding in his pines. 
Be Alleghany, and be Andes, mute, 
And Chimborazo of untrodden foot, 
Ambitious Alps, of later cycles born, 
The maiden Jungfrau, or the Matterhorn ! 
What though they veil their loftier peaks in snow, 
And sun their foreheads in a lovelier glow, 
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They bear no such insignia on their brow, 
As, on thy furrowed scalp, O Sinai, thou ! 
Spread out, I see, upon the thirsty plain, 
The wandering people in their tents again ; 
A flock without a shepherd, who had gone, 
To find, on thee, a God as yet unknown ! 
I see them, awe-struck gaze, in mute distress, 
While clouds come driving o'er the wilderness, 
And gather, rolling round thy curtained head, 
With thunder claps and forked lightning red, 
And deep tremendous trumpets sounding loud, 
While all thy rocks responding, roared and bowed ! 
Loud, and yet louder still, the trumpets wax, 
The mountain, like a furnace, smokes and quakes, 
Till Moses sank and fainted on the sod, 
For lo ! the Voice that answered him, was God ! 
Beneath His feet, there gleamed the sapphire stone, 
Around his head, celestial brightness shone, 
While, in the midst of that transcendent flame, 
Man stood conversing with the great c I AM ! ' 

Then was there made a treaty, where they stood, 
In the old war of Evil and of Good, 
Commenced in disobedience, bringing pain, 
Disease, and death, of woes an endless train ! 
Dividing God in idols — first, in things 
Of sky, and sea, and pure imaginings, 
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Then, in the clods of earth, in human forms, 
And types of basest nature, even worms ! 
Dividing and degrading, one by one, 
Till every glimpse of the Divine was gone ! 

Then spake the Word on Sinai, and restored 
The worship of an undivided Lord, 
In thunder and in lightning and a sound 
Of awful rupture in the rocks around ! 
In famine and in pestilence and fire, 
Such elements as mortal nature move, 
In visible appearance of His ire, 
By signal intervention of His love ! 

Yet, e'er the rocks of Sinai ceased to ring, 
See men return to the forbidden thing ! 
For even there, they split their God in half, 
And worshipped their Creator in a calf ! 
' I only am thy God ! ' Jehovah cries ! 
* Divide and conquer ! ' Satan still replies. 
Lo ! altars rising on a thousand hills, 
And idols hiding in a thousand plains, 
Till degradation every valley fills, 
And Evil, o'er the earth, triumphant reigns ! 

T was then, the Law descended from its throne 
And stooped to fight, with human harness on ; 
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And Satan saw, with eye almost divine, 

c This is the heir, the vineyard shall be mine ! ' 

Offered at once to quench his baleful star, 

If but 't were owned he had the power to mar ! 

That great Temptation ! when, on Sinai's height, 

The earth was bared before our Master's sight ; 

And o'er His human consciousness there gleamed 

A world surrendered, for a world redeemed, 

Salvation, for the nations yet unborn ! 

Without the cross, the anguish, and the scorn, 

No war, no want, no wickedness, or pain, 

No crucifixion of His soul again, 

Christ, the sole sovereign of a world made free, 

Throughout an infinite eternity ! 

Hear, then, the saving doctrine of the Son, 
The great example of the little one : 
' Father, not mine, but Thine, the will be done ! 
Though clouds obscure the working of Thy brow, 
Though nature sickens at the bitter cup, 
In all my human nothingness, I bow, 
And ask not why, but haste to drink it up ! ' 

O God in Christ, who died, that once again 
The tree of Life might shed its healing breath ! 
O Christ in God, who, living, taught to men, . 
The tree of Knowledge is the tree of Death ! 
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O Spirit ! brooding o'er us on our way, 
By night a star, a guiding cloud by day, 
Not e'en Thy triple aegis can defend 
Thy freemen, from the ravage of the fiend ! 
Not now, the ancient poverty of thought, 
Which aimed to bring heaven, by a Babel, near ! 
Not now, the spurs of hunger and of drought, 
Not now, the scourge of pestilence and fear, 
Not now, the squalid concourse, in the rocks, 
Of anchorites and eremites, who hied 
To browse, upon the holy mount, in flocks, 
Who idly lived and miserably died ! 
Religion now, in the Messiah's name, 
Lives, but to light a controversial flame ! 
Church against church upholds its special creed, 
Intolerant, in selfishness and greed ; 
Clouds without water, tossed by every wind 
Of doctrine drifting in a narrow mind ; 
Great swelling dogmas, in the field, unfurled, 
And pigmy blows at equal pigmies hurled. 
Science and Art, the handmaids of the Lord, 
Like Isis and Osiris, are adored, 
Nature, again, is worshipped in her laws, 
The creature, still, mistaken for the cause, 
While man aspires to mete his God by rules, 
And solve Him, like a problem in the schools ! 
Reason, again, runs riot in its pride, 
Culture and lore, recruited to its side, 
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Imagination rears its spectral head, 

And men rush in where gods forebore to tread ! 

Asking, if God be greater than them all, 

Why then should sin have conquered at the fall ? 

Or that more fearful question ' Doth, then, God 

Fear knowledge ? Was there some unbuckled joint 

Loose in Jehovah's armour, when He trod 

Mount Sinai, with an unprotected heel, 

To strive, with prohibitions, to anoint 

A vulnerable Possible of 111 ? ' 

Ye babes ! who come, shell-gathering, by the shore, 
Gird up your loins at the Almighty roar. 
Say, what is sound ? a whisper in an ear — 
Say, what is sight ? a landscape in an eye 1 
Dissect a blush, and analyze a tear, 
Disclose the secret of your sympathy 1 
The secret of the great celestial roll ! 
The secret of the bursting of the blade ! 
The secret of the body and the soul ! 
The secret of the living in the dead ! 

For, with the Potter, shall the clay discuss, 
And dare ask c Why hast thou made me thus ? ' 
Oh ! blest is he, to whom 't is given, to march 
With bended head beneath .the sovereign arch ; 
Probe the deep earth, explore the distant sky, 

N 
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And ask — but like a child — the reason why ! 

Nearer to thee, my God ! I take my stand, 

And downward, trace the working of Thy hand ; 

On wings of faith, soar upward to the sky, 

And bask, with eagle boldness, in Thine eye — 

That boundless disc ! — wherein reflected, are 

The falling sparrow, and the falling star, 

That spotless retina ! — wherein, I see 

The image of the universe — and me, 

Me, so distinct, that, fearfully, I trace 

The seams that sin has furrowed in my face ; 

Me, so minute, yet destined to excel, 

The pride of angels, and the power of hell ! 

What though, on earth, an animated clod, 

Yet moulded in the image of my God ! 

For, e'er the system of the sun began, 

He lived, the great Original of man ; 

And when that sun wanes obsolete and dim, 

I shall arise, and see myself — like Him ! 

And Sinai ! thou that thundered in the sky 
To vindicate Jehovah's Unity, 
A brighter meaning in thy lightning ran, 
A deeper secret slumbered in thy storm, 
When God, on thee, conversed as man with man, 
And trod thy summit in a human form. 
For, in that same similitude of men, 
Shall He not, surely, visit earth again ? 
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When men shall see descending with a shout, 
A human form, with glory girt about ; 
When kings shall crouch, in agony of fear, 
Invoking rocks to hide them from His eye : 
And God, as man and monarch, shall appear 
To reign before His ancients, gloriously ! 
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GENNESARETH 

The night had been untoward, and the men 
Had toiled without avail, until the dawn 
Discovered Hermon's summit, and the lake 
Put on her silver, when they heard a voice, 
Proceeding from a Figure on the verge, 
Who bade them try another cast, and lo I 
They scarce were able now to draw the net 
For multitude of fishes it enclosed. 
And, being not a hundred yards from shore, 
One of them cast himself into the sea, 
With joyful recognition, while his mates 
Came slowly hauling up the ponderous mass. 

It was where still the oleander tree 
Brings forth her rosy tufts beside the banks 
Of ancient Chinneroth — the boats were moored. 
The electric heap of silver fish was piled 
Upon the margin, and the nets were spread 
For future service, drying on the sand. 
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He who had hailed them stood before a fire 
Of charcoal, laid with store of fish and bread, 
Inviting them to eat — and ventured none 
To ask c Who art Thou ? ' for, indeed, they knew. 

He was a man of no distinguished mien, 
He had no beauty in his countenance, 
Nor majesty of figure, but He bore 
Upon His face, a superhuman calm, 
Like ocean resting from a finished storm, 
Without a whisper of the hearts that broke, 
And not a fragment floating on its breast, 
Of all the noble vessels that went down. 

Was it a dream ? that He so lately wrung 
With dying anguish, bruised, and pierced, and torn, 
And left a lifeless relic in the tomb, 
Should now be present, clothed, and in His mind, 
Here on the shore of His beloved lake ? 

Yet there He stood in His accustomed garb, 
Accosting them with His familiar voice, 
And gazing at them with His loving eyes ; 
But with a strange expression in their orbs, 
As if His spirit were a distant Star, 
No longer guiding, cheering in their midst. 
But in celestial atmosphere remote, 
Still beaming brightly on the earth it loves ! 
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So there they sat beside the brimming lake. 
And watched die everlasting gates revolve 
Upon their heavenly hinges, and disclose 
The glorious chariot of the rising sun, 
Which turned the silver of die sea to gold, 
And gilt the spreading sails upon its breast, 
And burnished all die domes of all die towns, 
And villages and villas on its rim. 
Fair Julias at the floodgates, where the stream 
Of Jordan proudly steps between die palms ; 
Celestial Safed, set upon a hill ; 
And Magdala, the suburb of the frail ; 
Chorazin, and Bethsaida, the marts 
Of fishermen and shipwrights, and the seats 
Of custom, and the proud Capernaum, 
The centre of the populous and wide 
Well-watered gardens of Gennesareth. 

Perchance it was a solace for their eyes, 
Suffused with shame and joy-commingled tears, 
To trace the circle, dotted with abodes 
Of opulence ; the temples intermixed 
With synagogues ; and, further south, the towers 
And marshalled columns of Tiberias, 
Surrounded by a princely fringe of palm, 
Their ancient seat of learning, and the site 
Of blest sepulture, sacred 'mid the pomp 
And circumstance of pagan luxury. 
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Thence, to the region on the eastern shore, 
The counterscarp of the Peraean plain, 
Which compasseth the rising of the sun, 
Even from Hermon unto Gilead ; 
The wide allotment of Manasseh's tribe, 
Abounding in its sepulchres, and caves 
Of fierce demoniacs ; with the fastnesses, 
Whence Og from ancient Argob sallied forth; 
The land of Bashan ; stretching to the East, 
With boundless prairie-grounds of rolling grass, 
And fertile pastures filled with lowing kine. 

Yea ! there they sat around their Master, seven 
In number ; the impulsive James, and John, 
Guileless Nathaniel, Philip, and the brave 
But doubting Didymus, with Jonas' sons, 
Andrew and Simon Peter. 

Of the Past 
The place was full of recollections. 
First, of the summons, when they left their nets, 
Henceforth to be the fishers of mankind ; 
Next, of the feast amid the neighbouring hills, 
The day He turned the water into wine. 
Then of the later miracles He wrought, 
Descending to the region of the lake, 
Through all the cities of Decapolis ; 
And many a sound of well-remembered days 
Re-echoed in the beating of their ears : 
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The sweet 3eatitudes ; the hungry voice 

Of surging multitudes divinely fed 

With food miraculous ; the wailing cries 

Of cowed demoniacs, or of lawless hinds 

Whose charge obscene rushed headlong to the sea ; 

The piteous groans of impotent and sick, 

By the soft impress of His sovereign touch, 

Converted into accents of delight ; 

Yea ! e'en the very dead recalled to life ! 

Came, too, the reminiscence of that eve, 
When He was sleeping calmly in the boat 
While they were sinking ; when He woke, and spake 
The words that stilled the fiiry of the storm ! 
Or that more memorable night, they strove 
For dear life, rowing in the midnight gale, 
When, in a little lifting of the cloud, 
They saw His figure wending o'er the waves, 
Making, at every step, a standing place ! 
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And yet those sounds remembered, and those sights, 

Which prophets, priests and kings had longed to see, 
To them were torture ; pining for a draught 

y blest nepenthe to appease 
The later memories of Jerusalem. 

died their souls within them, when they thought 
Of all the base inglorious part they played, 
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That night — when, in the garden, left alone 
With all the woes of an unfeeling world, 
Expressed in dews of anguish on His brow, 
He wept ensanguined tears, and even prayed 
The bitter cup of death might pass away, 
While they were sleeping ; till the danger came — 
How then they all deserted, to a man, 
Ignored Him, or denied Him, with great oaths 
And fierce asseverations ; even he 
Who bailed himself for prison, or for death ! 

Remembering how they crept about the court, 
And listened to the witnesses suborned 
To swear the passive victim to His doom, 
The hour, a word from any friendly man 
Perchance had saved Him ! How they lurked about 
The guard-room, through the spitting and the scorn, 
The scourging and the sanguinary crown, 
And held aloof the day that He was led 
To execution, left to bear His cross 
With Gentile aid, while feeble women wept 
The tears their manly cowardice denied, 
And e'en a robber was His comforter ! 
Till that momentous instant of despair, 
When, with a niighty sob, His spirit broke, 
Forsaken by His brethren and His God. 

Oh ! shame and grief ! the vast resulting joy 
As yet unrecognised ! — c 
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How, too, in death, 
They left the decent offices of friends 
To strangers and to women, keeping close, 
Till all the risk was over : when they ran 
To find the dead gone forth ! 

Ah ! well indeed, 
They journeyed down distracted to their lake, 
And strove by daily labour, blest resource 
Of bleeding hearts, to deaden and assuage 
The intolerable anguish of their souls ! 
• • • • • 

Now when the meal was over, there arose 
A conversation of an endless fame. 
It was a common theme — for it was Love ; 
Nor yet a common theme, for it was Love 
Of such a kind as never yet was known ; 
Not the mere love of person, or of kind, 
Nor abstract love, nor love reciprocal, 
But this one admonition — ' Feed my lambs,' 
And * Feed my sheep,' and ' Feed my lambs,' again ! 
The thought of ' Love without a recompense ! ' 
A thought to which the conscientious aims 
Of human reason never had attained ; 
The love of the Creator, Who upholds 
The universe, in His magnificence, 
With light and life and largesse, and accepts 
But never stipulates for, gratitude. 
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On the sad bosom of that lonely sea, 
The spreading net is gathered in no more ; 
By labouring oars unlashed, the idle waves 
Break dull upon the shingle, and the sun 
No longer burnishes the shivering sail. 
The lake is left in silence : — on its shore 
Resounds no human echo, save the shout 
Or random shot of casual Fedlaheen. 
The sudden gales sweep over, as of yore, 
And churn the shining waters into foam ; 
While, through the rustling olives and the palms, 
As if on harps, the rising whirlwind moans \ 
But, save in fancy's ear, no human sound 
Commingles with the tempest : — not a sail 
Flaps in the breeze, and not a single oar 
Reverberates: — the piscatorial swarm, 
Unnetted, multiply and regulate 
Their balance of creation, as in days 
Of Pliocene and Miocene. — Yet still 
Upon the western margin, flowering red, 
The oleander blossoms — and the rose ; 
The breezes murmur in the bristling sedge, 
Or flutter in the fans of prickly pear ; 
Bright unmelodious birds of heavenly hue 
Glance in the sun, while jewelled lizards dart 
Across the sand, and stridulating life 
Makes feeble music in the flickering grass. 
Still shines old Hermon in the northern sky, 
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And Jordan tumbles o'er his rocky bed, 
Tumultuous, to the bosom of his lake. 

The scene is one of solitude and tears, 
The expiration of a speechless grief, 
The weeping of a Magdalen — the sobs 
Of Peter— with the long protracted cry 
Of lost Capernaum — and the piteous wail 
Of those who left their country, to return 
No more ! 

Yet over all the dreary woe, 
And weariness and utter loneliness, 
There hangs a tranquil atmosphere of love, 
Such as envelopes her who sinks and dies 
In labour ; breathing forth her ebbing life, 
To animate the Being of her child ! 
So lies that lake in tender loveliness, 
Mute, passionless, and beautiful ; the source 
Of all the streams of human charity, 
Which carry consolation to the world, 
And every wave that breaks along the shore, 
Seems like the beating of a noble heart, 
That lives for * Love without a recompense,' 
Responsive to the echo of the voice 
Which died away on Galilean hills, 
But lingers round the Galilean lake. 
The voice that bids us feed the lambs and sheep 
Of all the flocks that wander from the fold, 
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Beyond the hearing of the Shepherd's call, 
Whether on narrow ledge, by mountain side 
Of human reason — or on hungry plains 
Of cold philosophy — or sultry vales 
Of base indulgence ; fainting with their sparse 
And bitter herbage — bleating to be led 
To richer pastures, watered by the streams 
Of charity, and sweetened with the dews 
Of mercy, and abounding in the flowers 
Of Heaven's unvended, unrequited love. 
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PENTECOST 

A little concourse, in a silent room, 
Sat, on a morning, musing of the past. 
Had ever men seen such a miracle ! 
A brother and a Rabbi, put to death 
In that accursed manner, on a cross ; 
Buried in ignominy and in haste ; 
Appearing, on the third day after death, 
In such a form as they had seen deceased, 
To one, to two together, then to all, 
Saluting with the ordinary words 
' Peace to you,' then as suddenly concealed ; 
Again returning, at a place remote ; 
Reserved, but yet amenable to touch, 
Inviting tests of His identity ; 
Eating and drinking, if occasion were ; 
Discoursing freely and with argument ; 
Then, in a moment, on a mountain walk, 
Ascending visibly from earth to heaven ! 
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'Twere strange indeed, if those perturbed minds 
Had not remembered certain words He said : 

1 A tittle while, and ye shall see me not ; 

Again a little while, and ye shall see me. 1 
Wherefore they sat, and listened for His step, 
And started up at every sudden sound, 
Pricking their ears for the familiar words 
* Peace to you ! ' 

When upon their souls there fell 
A solemn silence, like the awful lull 
That goes before an earthquake. Next, the sound 
As of a rising, rushing, mighty wind, 
That shook the house to its foundations ; 
And all the air appeared alive with motes 
That glittered in the sunbeam, of a form 
Resembling cloven tongues of lambent flame, 
Which flapped, and blazed, and settled on them all; 
And they were filled with Inspiration ! 
And straight began to speak in unknown tongues, 
As gave the Spirit utterance. Then they rose, 
And went abroad about Jerusalem, 



Now there were lodging at Jerusalem, 
Assembled for the Pentecostal feast, 
Religious men of every neighbouring clime ; 
And when the miracle was noised abroad, 
The multitude collected, and were filled 
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With blank amazement ; for the men who spake 
Were Galileans, as their speech betrayed, 
Yet they discoursed with all the busy throng 
Of Greeks, and Gentiles, Proselytes, and Jews, 
With Parthians, and with Elamites, and Medes; 
With men from Egypt, Asia, and Arabia, 
Coast-dwellers, and barbarians from Rome i 
And some were only with amazement mute, 
But others hinted that the cause was wine. 

Then Peter, standing up with the Eleven, 
Peter, in courage, as in caution, first, 
Spoke out, and showed they were not drunk with wine,> 
But animated by the Holy Ghost ! 
Began with Joel, prophet of the signs 
Which should predict the coming of the Lord, 
And preached then first of Jesus — as a man 
Approved of God by miracles and signs, 
Whom they with cruel hands had crucified, 
And slain, and nailed upon the cursed tree. 
Of Jesus — who had loosed the bonds of death, 
As spake the patriarch David, who foresaw 
The coming of his Lord before his face ; 
And felt his heart rejoice and rest in hope, 
Because He would not leave His soul in hell ! 
Of Jesus — who ascended into heaven, 
To make His foes His footstool, and to shed 
Abroad, the promise of the Holy Ghost, 
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That all the house of David might believe 
That Jesus — whom they crucified, was now 
Their Lord and Christ ! 

And when such words they heard 
Pricked to the heart, they trembled, and enquired, 
* What shall we do, O brethren, to be saved ? ' 

Then Peter cried, * Repent, and be baptised 
In name of Him whom ye have crucified 1 
And ye too shall receive the Holy Ghost, 
And pardon for your sins — the promise made 
To you, and to your children, on whose heads 
Ye laid His precious blood.' And they believed, 
And came in trooping crowds to be baptised. 
And on that day were gathered to the Lord, 
And to His church, about three thousand souls, 
Still adding daily such as would be saved ! 

Thus spread the blessed Gospel — in a burst ! 
Not like the seed that slumbers in the ground, 
To break and blossom at a future day; 
But, bursting forth in volume o'er the world, 
As pours the brimming Nile upon the sand, 
And irrigates a kingdom in an hour. 
So Earth broke out in verdure ! Pan was dead, 
And all the proud Pantheon passed away, 
Sweet Memnon ceased to hail the rising sun, 
And great Diana died at Ephesus ! 
For all the groping after truth was gone, 

o 
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With all the altars of die * unknown God,* 

And life immortal rising from the dead — 

That constant craving of the human mind — 

Was proved at last ; nor longer lived in types 

Of Aphrodite, rising from the foam, 

Osiris, in the life-producing wave, 

Or Pallas, starting from the front of Jove, 

Moloch, and Bel, atoning in the gore 

Of brutal and of human sacrifice ; 

E'en Hebrew altars, righteously bestained 

With blood of bulls and scaping-goats and birds, 

Heave-offerings and wave-offerings — pious types 

Of sacrifice vicarious — ever deemed 

From days of righteous Abel, to secure 

Propitiation of Almighty wrath, 

And purchase of His immortality. 



The glorious day of Jubilee had come, 
And all the shackles had been struck away ; 
The people that in death and darkness stood, 
Had seen the daystar rising on their eyes. 
Henceforth, the prisoners of hope could claim 
Emancipation — such a liberty 
As prophets recked not, priests had never dreamed ; 
The last High Priest had offered up Himself; 
The great Testator's testament was proved, 
Bequeathing Life immortal to his heirs ; 
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Sheathed were the swords that guarded Paradise, 
And Eden's gates swang back upon their bars, 
Lifted their heads — those everlasting doors, 
To let the Lord of life and glory in ! 
With all his freemen in His royal train. 
The woman's seed had bruised the serpent's head, 
The curse condoned — the ashes of the Lamb 
Blown on the wings of heaven about the world, 
To warm and fructify the souls of men. 



The day of Pentecost was fully come, 

No longer now traditionary sign 

Of Egypt's^ bondage — and the promised land, 

Of labouring earth, and her deliverance 

From swift gestation of the fifty days, 

Beginning with the feast of Abib's month, 

The record of salvation, and the hope 

Of fainting bondsmen, pining to be free 

From manufacture of their strawless bricks, 

And worship of a multitude of gods. 

Nor only now, the type of better things, 

Prefigured in the early tender blade 

Of barley— and the male unspotted lamb, 

Discussed with bitter herbs and girded loins, 

And hasty baking of unleavened bread, 

And culminating in the feast of weeks. 

That little respite from the daily toil ! 

o 2 
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And blest fruition of the labouring year ! 

A splendid scene ! of gathering in of crops, 

Of sickles gleaming in the wavy corn, 

Of axles groaning under bulky sheaves, 

And oxen treading out the golden grain, 

With men and maidens dancing, poppy-crowned, 

In gay procession to the temple mount, 

To the clear sounding of the silver horn, 

Through all the valleys of Jerusalem. 

Yea ! verily, a more potential blast, 
And winding of a louder harvest horn 
Than ever rang on Esdraelon's plain ; 
The great reveille of the Spirit's call, 
That wakened up the sleepers of the world, 
And summoned all the reapers to the work 
Of gathering in the harvest of the Lord ! 
A vast outpouring of Almighty breath 
On all creation, travailing in pain, 
And waiting, with unutterable groans, 
The revelation of the Deity I 
To kindle conscience in her dark abodes, 
And fan the animate and sentient soul 
Into a living and resplendent flame, 
Warmer than crimson flush of autumn fields, 
And brighter than the silver harvest moon ; 
Illuminating all the cells of shame 
With lustre of the image still divine 
And pealing forth the sound 
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1 What, know ye not 
Your bodies are not tenements of beasts, 

But oracles and temples of the Lord? • 

» 

It was the Spirit of the living Cod, 
The Giver and the Arbiter of life, 
Striving no longer, as of yore, with man, 
Girding him, hip and thigh, to leave him maimed; 
Appalling him with Sinaitic thunder; 
Or swallowing him in judgment of a Korah; 
Not with the sounding trump of Jericho ; 
Nor with the standing sun at Ajalon ; 
Nor in the wind the earthquake or the fire, 
But in the whispering of the * still small voice,' 
And with the soft appearance of a dove, 
Nestling and hiding in the human breast, 
And breathing Peace I 

No transitory lull 
From wild unrest, that oceans intermit, 
Nor that innervate peace which hugs the shore, 
And shuns the conflict — but a constant calm, 
Deep down beneath the wave i 

Yea, such a peace 
As passeth knowledge — like an amulet 
Worn next the heart, or like a nightingale 
That pipes its midnight song above the storm 1 
E'en such a song, in such a storm, as burst 
In fatal fury, round our Master's head, 
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Which drove him, like a partridge on the hills, 
From Galilee to dark Gethsemane, 
And broke his tender heart at Calvary ! 

O Christendom ! how mockest thou thy name ! 
The waters are again upon the world, 
Nor broods the dove upon their ruffled face, 
But, worn and weary, wanders to and fro, 
Returning leafless to the ark of God ! 
While drowning men are snatching at the straws, 
And gleanings of the granaries that burst 
With first-fruits of the Pentecostal feast, 
Like those poor souls at Ephesus, who cried, 
* We know not if there be a Holy Ghost ! ' 

Come, heavenly Dove ! our souls, indeed, inspire, 
And touch, with glowing flame, our pallid lips ; 
Teach us to speak, and teach us to refrain ; 
Inoculate with love our pallid hearts ; 
Overshadow us, in silence, to conceive 
A holy life, and on our heads descend 
With baptism of water and of fire ! 
Lead us into the wilderness, to drive 
This money-changing from our sordid souls, 
So long the dens of merchandise and thieves, 
And make our bodies temples of the Lord ! 
Invigorate our transitory lives, 
To imitate the pattern of our Prince, 
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To preach Him crucified about the world, 
Not only as a Saviour, but a man 
Of sorrows, and acquainted with our griefs ; 
To carry comfort to the humble poor, 
The widows and the orphans to relieve,' 
And keep ourselves unspotted from the world. 

Thus may we keep our Abib, to record 
The peaceful offering of .the Paschal Lamb, 
Restrain our temples, daily, with the blood, 
And eat in meekness, our unleavened bread, 
Remembering we are strangers in the land 1 
Thus celebrate our Pentecostal feast 
Of great ingathering to immortal life, 
Take the sweet spirit's sickle in our hand, 
And reap and bind our sheaves of ripened souls, 
Till each, his crop, has safely carried home, 
And all the toil of husbandry is o'er ; 
When our long-labouring bodies shall be freed 
From bondage of corruption, to obtain 
Redemption in the granaries of our God ! 

Then shall we keep the incomparable feast 
Of tabernacles, more than Pentecost ; 
Abandon our material abodes, 
To dwell for ever in celestial bowers, 
With asphodel and amaranthus crowned, 
Umbrageous, blooming by eternal streams, 



200 Etchings in Verse 

Where march the shining myriads of the blest, 
In vast battalions, with the measured tread 
And tramp of armies multitudinous ! 
Winding their silver-sounding harvest-horns, 
And waving branches of victorious Palm, 
In token of a Pentecost complete, 
Appearing in the presence of our King, 
Not once or twice a year, but evermore, 
In the new city of Jerusalem i 
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SAINT PETER 

They sat where blooms, in ruby dyed, 

The oleander tree, 
That bringeth forth its fruit beside 

The lake of Galilee ; 
And, once again the Master broke 
The bread amidst His little flock. 

They broiled the fishes for their food, 
The net that well-nigh brake, 

With honey from the neighbouring wood, 
And water from the lake ; 

And, as they circled on the ground, 

The loving look and word went round. 

Twas almost too great joy, to think 

That it was really He, 
Who, in their midst, did eat and drink 

In His identity ; 
Twas almost too great grief, to know 
They had betrayed their Master so. 
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And Peter, when his Master cried, 

* Dost love Me, Simon, say ? ' 
Was fain to turn his face aside, 

What though he answered ' Yea ! 
For still there lingered in his ear 
The rousing cry of chanticleer ! 

Then ' Feed my lambs,' his Lord replied, 

And once again would say, 
' Lovest thou Me ? ' and Peter cried 

Yet louder, * Yea, Lord, yea !' 
And shook himself, as if from sleep — 
While Jesus answered, c Feed my sheep ! 9 

The third time yet, He asked again 

' Lovest thou more than these ? ' 
Then Peter sank in speechless pain 

Before his Master's knees, 
' O Lord ! Thou know'st all things, Thou know'st 
I served Thee least, yet loved Thee most ! ' 

The fisher's net is cast no more 

On that deserted lake 
Whose waves, unlashed by fisher's oar, 

Along the shingle break ; 
While joyless Jordan idly swells 
Unheeded from his upland dells. 
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There, still, the oleander blooms, 
With leaf and blossom red, 

Amid the long-forgotten tombs 
The lizard lifts its head, 

Or rings the robber's random shot 

Around that memorable spot 

But Peter's trial — Peter's tears, 

The Evangelist records, 
And after twice a thousand years, 

Those most pathetic words 
Shall linger in the world to prove 
The depth of our Redeemer's love I 
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MARY MAGDALENE 

At length the feast was o'er — the lamb had bled- 

The sacred blood was shed ; 
Zion was wrapped in her beloved sleep, 

Save he upon the keep 
Of old Antonia's battlemented towers, 

And they, who, through the hours 
Of midnight, had their weary vigils kept, 
For Him who, in the cave, unconscious slept 

The eastward frontier of Moriah's hill, 

Where, deep and very still, 
The sons of Judah, with their fathers, lie, 

And malefactors die, 
Where, fringeing many a long-forgotten grave, 

Ensanguined grasses wave, 
The earliest daughter of the day not yet 
Had kissed or gilt the palms of Olivet 
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In the king's vale, no single waking bird 

Its leafy pillow stirred, 
Nor early shepherd by Siloam's wall 

Had piped his morning call ; 
Siloam's stream to soothe the lazar's pain 

Rose bubbling up in vain ; 
And in that House of Mercy, and of groans, 
The waters flowed unheeded o'er the stones. 



Grey-manded dawn not yet began to be 

Over the dark Dead Sea, 
Revealing Hermon's crest, and Moab's chain, 

And Herod's matchless fane ; 
When, creeping round the tower of Hannaneel 

There might be seen to steal — 
A white-robed woman, with a lustrous eye, 
And lips unclosed in speechless agony. 



About that blighted form, in its distress, 

There was a loveliness — 
Not the commanding mien that could prevail 

In Judith, or in Jael ; 
But that more shrinking tenderness, that won 

Rebecca's favourite son, 
Or rent the Judge who vowed his daughter's pyre, 
Or set the tempted Psalmist's heart on fire. 
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Hers were the amber locks and ruder gear 

That mark the mountaineer ; 
The liquid ocean of the pensive eye, 

And startled symmetry 
Of the gazelle, that hides in Hermon's brake, 

Beside its own dear lake ; 
For she was born of Migdol, by the sea, 
And rocked upon the waves of Galilee. 



And now, like stricken deer, that bears the dart 

To some still glade apart, 
And writhing with an anguish all its own, 

Pants but to bleed alone, 
She bore her face, that hour of her unrest, 

Depending on her breast ; 
As hangs upon its stem the broken rose, 
While from its cup surcharged the torrent flows ! 



Near Golgotha, a little garden stood, 

A place of solitude, 
Where veiled the olive and the cypress trees 

The rock's declivity ; 
And there a rock-hewn sepulchre was made, 

Wherein was no man laid, 
Till He, Who, but as yesterday, had died, 
The Nazarene, with robbers crucified 1 
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O ye ! from whom, deserted arid forlorn, 

A loved one has been torn, 
Who can, by weeping, at that lost one's grave, 

A certain comfort have : 
T is yours — O sad experience! — to know 

What consummated woe 
Was Mary's, bending o'er the sacred dead, 
To find the tomb no longer tenanted ! 



She saw the stone unsealed, and rolled away, 

And where He lately lay 
She saw the grave clothes gathered in a heap, 

Like one who, roused from sleep, 
Throws off his night gear ; and the napkin spread 

Which swathed His wounded head ; 
And, through the tears that dimmed her eager sight, 
She saw two angels sitting, clothed in white ! 



Where late the body lay, they kept their seat, 

As if at head and feet : 
Of Mary asked, more scared than tearful now, 

* Woman ! why weepest thou ? ' 
' Because my Master has been moved,' she said; 

4 1 know not where He's laid.' 
And answering thus, she turned herself, and lo ! 
Himself she saw, but seeing, did not know. 
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1 Whom seekest thou ? Why weepest thou ? ' He said, 

While Mary, still afraid, 
Thinking He was the gardener, asked, and spake 

As if her heart would break: 
1 Sir ! if it be thou hast borne Him hence, 

Grant me this recompense : 
Tell me where hast thou laid the precious clay ? 
And I will go and carry it away ! ' 



The death-dew clung no longer to His brow, 

Nor clotted bloodstain now ; 
Of that last agony there lived no trace 

Upon His tranquil face ; 
Lingered no line about Him, as He stood, 

Of His similitude. 
Save that within, those fixed unfathomed eyes 
There gleamed a light she seemed to recognize ! 



He said unto her, * Mary ! ' at which word, 

She knew it was her Lord ; 
And bowed herself, and straight ' Rabboni,' said, 

Which is, interpreted, 
1 My Master ! ' Yes ! it needed but a gleam — 

A syllable, from Him, 
That sacred recognition to complete, 
And lay the sinner at her Master's feet ! 
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Oh ! what a meeting ! when the grave restored 

To her, the risen Lord ! 
And since that day the name of ' Magdalene,' 

Though pitiful, hath been 
Of erring souls a passport and a pride : 

For when our Master died, 
He died for all mankind ; but when He burst 
The bonds of death, He sought the sinner first ! 

And wilt thou, rising early, seek the grave 

Of Him who died to save ? 
Know thou shalt find, like Mary, where He lay 

The stone is rolled away ; 
And should He call thee by thy name, without 

A question or a doubt, 
Wilt thou too, say ' Rabboni ! ' and believe 
Thy Master yet doth love, and yet doth live ? 

More perfect meeting thine ! for when she sought 

To clasp Him, ' Touch me not,' 
He said, retreating : for He had not then 

Ceased to be one of men ; 
But now He hath ascended, nor denies 

Our loving ecstasies ; 
Repels no more the fond embrace, but warms 
To fold us in His everlasting arms ! 
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ABRAHAMS PRAYER 

Lord my God ! I hear the things I hear, 
Likewise believe the things I cannot see ; 

1 know that Sarai shall shortly bear, 
Though late, legitimate posterity : 

I thank Thee, O my Lord ! and do adore Thee, 
But oh ! that Ishmael still may live before Thee I 

Remember, Lord ! that I am ninety-nine, 
While this poor helpless lad is but thirteen ; 

And though he be nor Sarai's, nor Thine, 
Yet is he mine, and very dear hath been : 

Wherefore, O Lord my God ! I do implore Thee, 

That Ishmael still may ever live before Thee ! 

Childless we lived, till I was eighty-six, 
When he was born, and with my wife's consent ; 

And since 'twere ill with bondswomen to mix, 
I take the sin upon me, and repent ; 

Not wilfully, O Lord ! we thus foreswore Thee, 

Wherefore let Ishmael ever live before Thee ! 
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For we, Lord ! were lonely in our age, 
Nor owned a young successor to our wealth, 

Lacking the best of riches — parentage, 

And so the matter was not done by stealth : 

Childless, we could not wholly, Lord ! adore Thee, 

Wherefore let Ishtnad ever live before Thee ! 

My life, O Lord ! Thou didst entirely bless; 

All things were richly mine, except a son, 
And Sarai consenting, I confess, 

Repented, after such a deed was done ; 
Wherefore 'tis I alone, O Lord ! implore Thee, 
That Ishmael still may ever live before Thee ! 

My God ! there is no need I should confess, 
For did I not — the mother and the child- 
Drive fainting forth into the wilderness, 

By promptings of my lawful wife beguiled ? 
But Hagar in the thirsty desert saw Thee, 
Wherefore let Ishtnad ever live before Thee ! 

Twere meet, O Lord ! I cheerfully admit, 

Thy promised people should be gendered free ; 

That they for Thy peculiar care be fit, 

Countless as stars of heaven or sands of sea : 

I thank Thee for Thy promise, and adore Thee, 

But oh 1 that Ishmael still may live before Thee 1 

p 2 
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Thy promised seed is but hereafter, God ! 

But now, this child I feel, and hear, and see; 
And wheresoe'er my failing foot hath trod 

His little feet have followed after me : 
Wherefore, O Lord my God ! I do implore Thee, 
That Jshmael still may ever live before Thee ! 



213 



THE EXILE 

* Weep ye not for the dead, neither bemoan him : but weep sore 
for him that goeth away; for he shall return no more, nor see his 
native country >.* — Jer. xxiL io. 



And was the Israelite indeed, 

Contented not to weep, 
When bending o'er some cherished head, 
Or fond familiar bosom laid 

In its beloved sleep ? 
What ! not a tear for one so dear ! 
Most touching words are these, O Prophet V that we 
hear. 

'Twas even so — although his hope 

Of future life was dim — 
Eternity, beyond the scope 
Of the Mosaic horoscope, 

And heaven was scarce a dream ; 
Yet could he know a deeper woe 
Than death, to bid the torrent of his tears to flow ! 
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It was that ever present fear, 

That vision of the night ! 
Oh ! far more harrowing thought to bear ! 
A spot where sacred ashes were 

Unsepulchred and white ; 
Bones scattered o'er a foreign shore, 
That wandered far from home, returning there no 
more ! 

Nor hath that lamentable cry 

Less meaning for the ear 
Of us, who see our loved ones die, 
And find it easy to deny 

The tributary tear, 
To clearer sight, that pierces night, 
And views the spirit soaring in the realms, of light ! 

But if the vanished soul we mourn, 

Had wandered far from home, 
And, pinioned in that distant bourne, 
Perchance were chafing to return, 

Whither it cannot come : 
This would we feel, indeed, unseal, 
The fountain of such tears as time can ne'er congeal ! 
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PSALM LXXVI. 

In Jewry is God known, 

In Sion doth He dwell, 
In Salem is His throne, 
His name in Israel. 

There brake He 

The arrows of the bow, 
The shield, the sword, 
And the battle ! 

More excellent Thou art 
Than the mountains of the prey, 

Spoiled are the stout of heart, 
They have slept their sleep to-day. 

There brake He, &c. 

At thy rebuke, O God ! 

The chariot and the horse 
Their sleep of death have trod, 

Cast down upon their course. 

There brake He, &c. 
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W hen God arose to raise 

The meek ones of me cards, 
A>I wrath was turned to poise, 

Or buckled on His girth. 1 

There brake He, &c. 

Vow to the Lord thy vow, 

While each his offering brings, 
He shall bridle princes now, 
And be terrible to kings. 

There brake He 

The arrows of the bow, 
The shield, the sword, 
And the battle ! 

1 Literal translation. 
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PSALM CXXVIIL 

Blest be the man who fears the Lord and walketh in 

his ways, 
For he shall eat the labour of his hands, in peace and 

praise ; 
His wife shall be a fruitful vine, within his courtyard 

found, 
His children, like the olive plants, about his table 

round. 
Behold ! thus shall the man be blest who loves and 

fears the Lord, 
And from the hill of Zion shall the blessing be out- 
poured ; 
And it shall, with Jerusalem, through all his life be 

well, 
Yea, children's children shall he see, and peace in 

Israel 1 
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DAVIUS HARP 

Judah, by Babel, once a slave, 
When thoughts of Zion crossed, 

Could mingle with Euphrates' wave 
Her tears for Zion lost ; 

While David's harp the psalm denied, 

Suspended by the waterside ! 

But Judah sits by Jordan's stream, 

In deeper bondage now : 
No tear-drop in her eye to gleam, 

No grief upon her brow ; 
While David's harp, no less as mute, 
Lies tossed and trampled under foot. 

These are thy chains, O Judah ! these 

Thy later fetters are ! 
The ice within thy heart, to freeze 

The brand thy temples bear, 
The blood upon thy hand, to warp 
The broken strings of David's harp ! 
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How long, O Lord ! too blind for grief, 

Shall captive Judah pine ? 
With heart a stranger to the chief 

Of David's royal line ? 
To David's harp be unrestored 
The music of its ancient chord ? 

How longer shall the Moslem yoke 

Be laid on Zion's sod ? 
The crescent on Moriah mock 

The citadel of God ? 
And Derweesh — howling, short and sharp, 
Replace the strains of David's harp ? 

Shall constant Kedron ever weep 

His little channel dry ? 
Siloa's fountain seal in sleep 

Its consecrated eye ? 
And David's harp of solemn sound 
No more in Zion's vales abound ? 

On Sharon's plain no longer breaks 

The lily or the rose ; 
And CarmePs excellence forsakes 

The vale where Kishon flows ; 
Tabor and Hermon cease to seem 
For David's harp a fitting theme 1 
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Jerusalem is desolate, 

And ShQoh is effaced ; 
Still clings the curse to Ebal, yet 

Gerizim is unblessed ! 
And Jacob's well has quenched no thirst 
Since David's harp asunder burst ! 

And see ! the dews of Hennon freeze 

For very grief to snow ; 
Gethsemane's long-lingering trees 

Decayed and abject grow ; 
While David's harp is now unknown, 
From Olivet to Lebanon ! 

Oh, strange ! that earth, in evejy tongue, 

That minstrelsy embalms ; 
That Gentile voices, old and young, 

Are singing David's psalms ; 
While David's harp is only dumbv 

Within the sight of David's tomb ! 

Ye grateful for a Saviour's gift, 

Remember Judah's loss : 
O Judah ! condescend to lift 

Thine eyeballs to the Cross ! 
For that one gaze would wake again 
On David's harp its long-lost strain ! 
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CHARITY 

I Cor. xiii. 

What though I speak with every tongue 

Which men or angels know, 
Though o'er my language hath been flung 

A superhuman glow : 
If I should be devoid of Love, 

My eloquence to grace, 
It doth a tinkling cymbal prove, 

Or empty sounding brass ! 

And though I have prophetic gift, 

All knowledge, and all skill — 
And though I have all faith, to lift 

E'en mountains at my will : 
If I should be devoid of Love, 

My prescience is a sham, 
My knowledge doth a phantom prove, 

And impotent I am ! 
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And though I lavish all I make 

On indigent mankind ; 
Yea ! though a martyr to the stake 

My body I should bind : 
If I should be devoid of Love, 

My motives to constrain, 
My Charity doth worthless prove, 

My sacrifice is vain ! 



And would'st thou ask me, ' Love is what ? 

Tis suffering long — 't is kind ; 
Love envies not — Love vaunteth not, 

Nor selfward is inclined ; 
Nor e'er forgets her seemly yoke, 

And seeketh not her own ; 
Nor is provoked, nor doth provoke, 

Too lightly, anyone. 

Love unintended sense to put 

On careless words is ruth ; 
Rejoiceth not in evil, but 

Rejoiceth in the truth ; 
All things doth hope, all things believe, 

And tries all things to bear : 
For all things are indicative 

Of good intent to her ! 
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Love never faileth ! what though all 

The prophecies shall fail, 
Though tongues shall cease, though knowledge shall 

Be finished like a tale. 
In part we know, in part presume 

To peer beyond to-day, 
But when i the perfect ' shall be come, 

4 Part * shall be done away. 



When I was yet a child, I could 

But speak as children ought ; 
And as a child I understood, 

And as a child I thought ; 
But when I had become a man, 

I was what manhood brings, 
And as a man, I then began 

To cease from childish things. 

For now we see as through a glass, 

And now we know in part, 
But then we shall be face to face, 

Yea, even heart to heart ! 
And now abide Faith, Hope, and Love, 

These great immortal three, 
But Love shall still the greatest prove 

To all eternity ! 
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PASSO VER 

Pass over me, O God ! I pray, 

When judgment marks Thy awful way ; 

For see, the lintel of my door 

With stain of blood is sprinkled o'er, 

And when Thou dost that bloodstain see, 

O Lord, my God ! pass over me ! 

For lo ! the Paschal lamb is slain, 
Whose bloodshed doth my temple stain ; 
In faith and agony of fear, 
Scarce knowing why, I placed it here : 
And when Thou dost that bloodstain see, 

Lord, my God I pass over me ! 

1 hear thy foot draw swiftly nigh, 
I crouch with an averted eye, 

I clasp my firstborn to my breast, 

Yet on Thy covenant I rest, 

That when Thou dost that bloodstain see, 

Thou wilt, Q God ! pass over me ! 
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Look not, O righteous Lord ! within 
My mortal tenement of sin, 
Where fragments of Thy broken law 
Lie lost in filth and weeds and straw ; 
Only do Thou the bloodstain see, 
And then, O God ! pass over me ! 

Pass over me, O Lord, my God ! 
And where Thine awful foot has trod, 
I'll drink Thy cup of mercy shed, 
And eat of Thy unleavened bread, 
In sweet communion with Thee, 
Who dost, in love, pass over me ! 
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Dalhoiisie's Administration. By John Clark Marshman. 3 vols, crown 
8vo. 22s. Qd. 

INDIAN POLITY : a View of the System of Administration in India. 
By Lieutenant-Colonel George Chesney, Fellow of the University of 
Calcutta. New Edition, revised ; with Map. 8vo. price 21*. 

BECBEATIONS of an INDIAN OFFICIAL. By Lieutenant-Colonel 
Malleson, Bengal Staff Corps ; Guardian to His Highness the Maharaja of 
Mysore. Crown 8vo. price 12s. Qd. 

HOME POLITICS ; being a consideration of the Causes of the Growth 
of Trade in relation to Labour, Pauperism, and Emigration. By Daniel. 
Grant. 8vo. 7*. 

REALITIES of IRISH LIFE. By W. Steuart Trench, Land Agent 
in Ireland to the Marquess of Lansdowne, the Marquess of Bath, and Lord 
Digby. Fifth Edition. Crown 8vo. price 6s. 

The STUDENT'S MANUAL of the HISTORY of IRELAND. By 
Mart P. Cusack, Author of 'The Illustrated History of Ireland, from the 
Earliest Period to the Year of Catholic Emancipation.' Otown 8vo. price 6*. 

CRITICAL and HISTORICAL ESSAYS contributed to the Edinburgh 

Review. By the Right Hon. Lord Macaulay. 
Cabinet Edition, 4 vols, post 8vo. 24s. I Library 'Edition, 3 vols. 8vo. 86s. 
People's Edition. 2 vols, crown 8vo. 8s. | Student's Edition, l vol. cr.8vo. 6*. 

SAINT-SIMON and SAINT- SIM ON ISM ; a chapter in the History of 
Socialism in France. By Arthur J. Booth, M. A. Crown 8vo. price Is, Qd. 

HISTORY of EUROPEAN MORALS, from Augustus to Charlemagne. 
By W. E. H. Lecky, M.A. Second Edition. 2 vols. 8vo. price 28s. 

HISTORY of the RISE and INFLUENCE of the SPIRIT of 
RATIONALISM in EUROPE. By W. E. H. Lecky. MA. Cabinet Edition, 
being the Fourth. 2 vols, crown 8vo. price 16s. 

GOD in HISTORY ; or, the Progress of Man's Faith in the Moral 
Order of the World. By Baron Bunsen. Translated by Susanna Wine- 
worth ; with a Preface by Dean Stanley. 3 vols. 8vo. price 42s. 

ESSAYS on HISTORICAL TRUTH. By Andrew Bisset. Svg. 14s. 

The HISTORY of PHILOSOPHY, from Thales to Comte. By 
George Henry Lewes. Fourth Edition. 2 vols. 8vo. 32s. 

An HISTORICAL VIEW of LITERATURE and ART in GREAT 
BRITAIN from the Accession of the House of Hanover to the Reign of 
Queen Victoria. By J. Murray Graham. M.A. 8vo. price 14s. 

The MYTHOLOGY of the ARYAN NATIONS. By George W. 
Cox, MA. late Scholar of Trinity College, Oxford. Joint-Editor, with the 
late Professor Brande, of the Fourth Edition of ' The Dictionary of Science 
Literature, and Art,' Author of ' Tr1"h of Ancient Greece ' Ac. 2 vols. 8vo. 28#. 

a 2 



NEW WORKS PUBLISHED BY LONGMANS un> CO. 



HISTORY of CIVILISATION in England and France, Spain and Scot- 
land. By Hbbbt Thomas Bucxlb. (New Edition of the entire Work, 
with a complete Index. 3 vols, crown 8vo. 24*. 

HISTORY of the CHRISTIAN CHURCH, from the Ascension of 
Christ to the Conversion of Constantino. By E. Bubtoit, DJD. late 
Prof, of Divinity in the Univ. of Oxford. New Edition. Pep. 3*. M. 

SKETCH of the HISTORY of the CHURCH of ENGLAND to the 

Revolution of 1688. By the Right Rev. T. V. Shoet, D J). Lord Bishop of 
St. Asaph. Eighth Edition. Crown 8vo.7«.6d. 

HISTORY of the EARLY CHURCH, from the First Preaching of the 
Gospel to the Council of Nicaea. aj>. 326. By Elizabeth M. Sewexl, 
Author of 'Amy Herbert.' New Edition, with Questions. Pop. 4s. 64. 

The ENGLISH REFORMATION. By F. C. Massingbebd, M.A. 
Chancellor of Lincoln and Rector of South Ormsby. Fourth Edition, revised. 
Pep. 8vo. 7s. 6d. 

MAUNDER'8 HISTORICAL TREASURY ; comprising a General In- 
troductory Outline of Universal History, and a series of Separate Histories. 
Latest Edition, revised and brought down to the Present Time by the 
Rev. Gbobob William Cox, MA. Pep. 6*. cloth, or 9». Qd. calf. 

HISTORICAL and CHRONOLOGICAL ENCYCLOPEDIA; comprising 
Chronological Notices of all the Great Events of Universal History : Treaties, 
Alliances, Wars, Battles, &c; Incidents in the Lives of Eminent Men and 
their Works, Scientific and Geographical Discoveries, Mechanical Inven- 
tions, and Social, Domestio^ana Economical Improvements. By the late 
B. B. Woodwabd. B.A. and W. L. R. Cates. 1 vol. 8vo. [Nearly ready. 



Biographical Works. 



AUTOBIOGRAPHY of JOHN MILTON ; or, Milton's Life in his own 
Words. By the Rev. James J. G. Gbaham, MA. Crown 8vo. price 6*. 

A MEMOIR of DANIEL MACLISE, R.A. By W. Justin O'Drisooll, 

M.R.I.A. Barrister-at-Law. With Portrait and Woodcuts. Post 8vo. 
price 18. Gd. 

MEMOIRS of the MARQUIS of POMBAL ; with Extracts from his 
Writings and from Despatches in the State Papers Office. By the Condi 
Da Cabnota. New Edition. 8vo. price 7*. 

LORD GEORGE BENTINCK ; a Political Biography. By the Right 
Hon. Benjamin Disraeli, M.P. Eighth Edition, revised, with a New 
Preface. Crown 8vo. price 6s. 

REMINISCENCES of FIFTY YEARS. By Mark Boyd. Post 8to. 
price 10«. 6d. 

The LIFE of ISAMBARD KINGDOM BRUNEL, Civil Engineer. 
By Isambabd Bbunbl, B.C.L. of Lincoln's Inn ; Chancellor of the Diocese 
of Ely. With Portrait, Plates, and Woodcuts. 8vo.21«. 

The ROYAL INSTITUTION; its Founder and its First Professors. 
BylDr. Bence Jones, Honorary Secretary. Post 8vo. price 12*. Qd. 

The LIFE and LETTERS of FARADAY. By Dr. Bence Jokes, 
Secretary of the Royal Institution. Second Edition, thoroughly revised* 
2 vols. 8vo. with Portrait, and Eight Engravings on Wood, price 28s. 
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FARADAY as a DISCOVERER. By John Tyndall, LL.D. F.R.S. 

Professor of Natural Philosophy in the Royal Institution. New and Cheaper 
Edition, with Two Portraits. Fcp. 8vo. 3*. 6d. 

RECOLLECTIONS of PAST LIFE. By Sir Henby Holland, Bart. 
M.D. F.R.S. Ac. Physician-ia-Ordinary to the Queen. Second Edition. 
Post 8vo. price 10*. Qd. 

A GROUP of ENGLISHMEN (1795 to 1815) ; Records of the Younger 
Wedgwoods and their Friends, embracing the History of the Discovery,of 
Photography. By Eliza Meteyard. 8vo. price 16*. 

The LIFE and LETTERS of the Rev. SYDNEY SMITH. Edited 
by his Daughter, Lady Holland, and Mrs. Austin. New Edition, complete 
in One Volume. Crown 8vo. price 6s. 

SOME MEMORIALS of R. D. HAMPDEN, Bishop of Hereford. 
Edited by his Daughter, Henrietta Hampden. With Portrait. 8vo. 
price 12*. 

The LIFE and TRAVELS of GEORGE WHITEFIELD, M.A. By 
James Patebson Gledstonb. 8vo. price 14$. 

LEADERS of PUBLIC OPINION in IRELAND; Swift, Flood, 
G rat tan, O'Connell. By W. E. H. Lecky, M.A. New Edition, revised and 
enlarged. Crown 8vo. price 7*. Qd. 

DICTIONARY of GENERAL BIOGRAPHY; containing Concise 
Memoirs and Notices of the most Eminent Persons of all Countries, from 
the Earliest Ages to the Present Time. Edited by W. L. R. Cates. 8vo. 21*. 

LIVES of the QUEENS of ENGLAND. By Agnes Strickland. 
Library Edition, newly revised ; with Portraits of every Queen, Autographs, 
and Vignettes. 8 vols, post 8vo. 7*. Qd. each. 

LIFE of the DUKE of WELLINGTON. By the Rev. G. R. Gleig, 
MJL Popular Edition, carefully revised; with copious Additions. Crown 
8vo. with Portrait, 6*. 

HISTORY of MY RELIGIOUS OPINIONS. By J. H. Newman, D.D. 
Being the Substance of Apologia pro Vita Sua. Post 8vo. 6*. 

The PONTIFICATE of PIUS the NINTH ; being the Third Edition 
of ' Rome and its Ruler,' continued to the latest moment and greatly 
enlarged. By J. F. Maguire, M.P. Post 8vo. with Portrait, 129. Qd. 

FATHER MATHEW: a Biography. By John Francis Maguire, 
M JP. for Cork. Popular Edition, with Portrait. Crown 8vo. 3*. Qd. 

FELIX MENDELSSOHN'S LETTERS from Italy and Switzerland, 
and Letters from 1833 to 1847, translated by Lady Wallace. New Edition, 
with Portrait. 2 vols, crown 8vo. 5*. each. 

MEM0IR8 of SIR HENRY HAVELOCK, K.C.B. By John Clark 
Marshman. Cabinet Edition, with Portrait. Crown 8vo. price '6s. Qd. 

VICISSITUDES of FAMILIES. By Sir J. Bernard Burke, C.B. 

Ulster King of Arms. New Edition, remodelled and enlarged. 2 vols, 
crown 8vo. 21*. 

ESSAYS in ECCLESIASTICAL BIOGRAPHY. By the Bight Hon. 
Sir J. Stephen, LL.D. Cabinet Edition, being the Fifth. Crown 8vo. 7*. Qd. 

MAUNDER'8 BIOGRAPHICAL TREASURY. Thirteenth Edition, 
reconstructed, thoroughly revised, and in great part rewritten ; with about 
1,000 additional Memoirs and Notices, by W. L.R. Cates. Fcp. 6*. 
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LETTERS and LIFE of FRANCI8 BACON, including all his Occa- 
. sional Works. Collected and edited, with a Commentary, by J. Speddikg, 
Trim Coll. Cantab. Vols. I. and II. 8vo. 24c Vols. III. and IT. 24*. 
Vol. V. price 12*. 



Criticism, Philosophy, Polity, &c. 

The INSTITUTES of JUSTINIAN; with English Introduction, Trans- 
lation. and Notes. By T. C. Sandars, MJL Barrister, late Fellow of Oriel 
ColLOxon. New Edition. 8vo.l6*. 

SOCEATES and the SOCEATIC SCHOOLS. Translated from the 
German of Dr. E. Zbllbr, with the Author's approval, by the Rev. Oswald 
J. Reichbl, B.CX. and MJL Crown 8vo. 8*. 6d. 

The STOICS, EPICUREANS, and SCEPTICS. Translated from the 
German of Dr. E. Kkllkk, with the Author's approval, by Oswald J. 
Ebichbl, B.C Jj. and MJL Crown 8vo. price 14*. 

The ETHICS of ARISTOTLE, illustrated with Essays and Notes. 
By Sir A. Grant, Bart. MJL LLJ). Second Edition, revised and completed. 
2 vols. 8vo. price 28*. 

The NICOMACHEAN ETHICS of AEISTOTLE newly translated into 
English. By B. Williams, B. A. Follow and late Lecturer of Merton College, 
and sometime Student of Christ Church, Oxford. 8vo. 12*. 

ELEMENTS of LOGIC. By R. Whatelt, D.D. late Archbishop of 

Dublin. New Edition. 8vo. 10*. 6d. crown 8vo. 4*. 6d. 
Elements of Rhetoric. By the same Author. New Edition. 8vo. 

10*. 6<Z. crown 8vo. 4*. 6d. 

English Synonymes. By'E. Jane Whatelt. Edited by Archbishop 
Whatelt. 5th Edition. Fcp.S*. 

BACON'S ESSAYS with ANNOTATIONS. By R. Whatelt, D.D. 

late Archbishop of Dublin. Sixth Edition. 8vo.l0*. 6d. 

LORD BACON'S WORKS, collected and edited by J. Spedding, M.A. 
R. L. Ellis, M.A. and D. D. Hbath. New and Cheaper Edition. 7 vols. 
8vo. price £3 IS*. 6d. 

The SUBJECTION of WOMEN. By John Stuabt Mill. New 
Edition. Post8vo.'5*. 

On REPRESENTATIVE GOVERNMENT. By John Stuabt Mill. 

Third Edition. 8vo. 9*. Crown 8vo. 2*. 

On LIBERTY. By John Stuart Mill. Fourth Edition. Post 
8vo. 7*. 6d. Crown 8vo. 1*. 4d. 

PRINCIPLES of POLITICAL ECONOMY. By the same Author. 
Seventh Edition. 2 vols. 8vo. 80*. Or in 1 vol. crown 8vo. 6*. 

A SYSTEM of LOGIC, RATIOCINATIVE and INDUCTIVE. By the 

same Author. Seventh Edition. Two vols. 8vo. 26*. 
UTILITARIANISM. By John Stuart Mill. Fourth Edition. 8vo.5*. 

DISSERTATIONS and DISCUSSIONS, POLITICAL, PHILOSOPHI- 
CAL, and HISTORICAL. By John Stuabt Mill. Second Edition, revised. 
8 vols. 8vo. 86*. 
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EXAMINATION of Sir W. HAMILTON'S PHILOSOPHY, and of the 

Principal Philosophical Questions discussed in his Writings. By Johv 
Stuart Mill. Third Edition. 8vo. 16*. 

An OUTLINE of the NECESSARY LAWS of THOUGHT : a Treatise 
on Pure and Applied Logic. By the Most Rev. W. Thomson, Lord Arch- 
bishop of York, D JD. F.B.S. Ninth Thousand. Crown 8vo. 5*. 6d. 

The ELEMENTS of POLITICAL ECONOMY. By Henry Dunning 
Macleod, MA. Barrister-at-Law. 8vo. 16*.' 

A Dictionary of Political Economy; Biographical, Bibliographical, 
Historical, and Practical. By the same Author. Vol. I. royal 8vo. 30*. 

A COLONIST on the COLONIAL QUESTION. By John Mathews, 
of Toronto, Canada. Post 8vo. price 6*. 

The ELECTION of REPRESENTATIVES, Parliamentary and Muni- 
cipal ; a Treatise. By Thomas Harb, Barrister-at-Law. Third Edition, 
with Additions. Crown 8vo. 6*. 

SPEECHES of the BIGHT HON. LOBD MACAULAY, corrected by 
Himself. People's Edition, crown 8vo. 3*. 6d. 

Lord Macaulay's Speeches on Parliamentary Beform in 1831 and 

1832. 16mo. 1*. 

A DICTIONABY of the ENGLISH LANGUAGE. By R. G. Latham, 
MJu MJ). F.R.8. Pounded on the Dictionary of Br. Samuel Johnson, as 
edited by the Rev.H. J.Todd, with numerous Emendations and Additions. 
In Four Volumes, 4to. price £7. 

THESAURUS of ENGLISH WORDS and PHBASES, classified and 
arranged so as to facilitate the Expression of Ideas, and assist in Literary 
Composition. By P. M. Rogbt, M J). New Edition. Crown 8ro.lte.6d. 

LECTURES on the SCIENCE of LANGUAGE. By F. Max Mullbr, 
M.A. &c Foreign Member of the French Institute. Sixth Edition. 2 vols, 
crown 8vo. price 16*. 

CHAPTERS on LANGUAGE. By Frederic W. Fabbab, F.B.S. 

Head Master of Marlborough College. Crown 8vo. 8*. Qd. 

MANUAL of ENGLISH LITERATURE, Historical and Critical. By 
Thomas Arnold, MA. Second Edition. Crown 8vo. price 7*. Gd. 

THREE CENTURIES of ENGLISH LITERATURE. By Charles 
Duke Yonge, Regius Professor of Modern History and English Literature 
in Queen's College, Belfast. Crown 8vo. price 7s. Qd. 

SOUTHEY'S DOCTOR, complete in One Volume. Edited by the Bey. 
J. W. Waster, B.D. Square crown 8vo. 12*. 6d. 

HISTORICAL and CRITICAL COMMENTARY on the OLD TESTA- 
tiENT ; with a New Translation. By M. M. Kalisch; Ph.D. Vol. I. 
Genesis, 8vo. 18*. or adapted for the General Reader, 129. Vol. II. Exodus, 
15s. or adapted for the General Reader, 12*. Vol. IIL Leviticus. Part I. 
IS*, or adapted for the General Reader. 8*. Vol. IV. Leviticus, Part II . 
IS*, or adapted for the General Reader, 8*. 

A HEBREW GRAMMAR, with EXERCISES. By M. M. Kalisch, 
Ph.D. Part I. Outlines with Exercises, 8vo. 12*. Qd. Key, 5*. Past II. 
Exceptional Forms and Constructions. 12*. Qd. 
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A LATIH-ENGLI8H DICTIONARY. By John T. White, DJ). 
Qxon. and J. B. Rtddlb, M JL. Oxon. Third Edition, revised. 2 vols. 4to. 
pp. 1428, price 42f . doth. 

White's College Latin-English Dictionary (Intermediate Sue), 
abridged for the use of University Students from the Parent Work (as 
above). Medium 8vo. pp. 1,048, price 18*. cloth. 

White's Junior Student's Complete Latin-English and English-Latin 
Dictionary. New Edition. Square 12mo. pp. 1,058, price 12*. 

ftm^tAfe J ^o ENGLISH-LATIN DICTIONARY, priced. 6«f. 
separately | The latIN-ENGLISH DICTIONARY, price 7«. 6d. 

An ENGLISH-GREEK LEXICON, containing all the Greek Words 
used by Writers of good authority. By 0. D. YoxctB, BJL New Edi- 
tion. 4to.21«. 

Mr. YONGE'S NEW LEXICON, English and Greek, abridged from 
his larger work (as above). Revised Edition. Square 12mo. 8*. 6d. 

A GREEK-ENGLISH LEXICON. Compiled by H. G. Ltddell, DJ). 
Dean of Christ Church, and R. Scott, DJ). Dean of Rochester. Sixth 
Edition. Crown 4to. price 36*. 

A Lexicon, Greek and English, abridged from Liddell and Scott's 
Greek-English Lexicon. Fourteenth Edition. Square 12mo. 7*. 6d. 

A SANSKRIT-ENGLISH DICTIONARY, the Sanskrit words printed 
both in the original Devanagari and in Roman Letters. Compiled by 
T. Bbbtbt, Prof, in the Univ. of Gdttingen. 8vo. 52s. Qd. 

WALKER'S PRONOUNCING DICTIONARY of the ENGLISH LAN- 
GUAGE. Thoroughly revised Editions, by B. H. Smabt. 8vo. 12*. Mmo. 6*. 

A PRACTICAL DICTIONARY of the FRENCH and ENGLISH LAN- 
GUAGES. By L. Cohtabsbau. Fourteenth Edition. Post 8vo. 10*. 6<*. 

Contanseau's Poeket Dictionary, French and English, abridged from 
the above by the Author. New Edition, revised. Square 18mo. 3*. 6d. 

NEW PRACTICAL DICTIONARY of the GERMAN LANGUAGE; 

German-English and English-German. By the Rev. W. L. Blackest. MA. 
and Dr. Gael Mabtib Pbibdlabdeb. Post 8vo. 7*. 6d. 

The MASTERY of LANGUAGES ; or, the Art of Speaking Foreign 
Tongues Idiomatically. By Thomas Pbebdbbgast, late of the Civil 
Service at Madras. Second Edition. 8ro. 6*. 



Miscellaneous Works and Popular Metaphysics. 

The E88AYS and CONTRIBUTIONS of A. K. H. B., Author of* The 

Recreations of a Country Parson.' Uniform Editions :— 

Recreations of a Country Parson. By A. K. H. B. First and Sbookd 
Series, crown 8vo. 3*. Qd. each. 

The COMMON-PLACE PHILOSOPHER in TOWN and COUNTRY. By 

A. K. H. B. Crown 8vo. price 3*. Qd. 

Leisure Hours in Town; Essays Consolatory, JEsthetical, Moral, 
Social, and Domestic ByAXH. B. Crown 8vo. 3*. 64. 
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The AUTUMN HOLIDAYS of a COUNTRY PARSON ; Essays con- 
tributed to Fraser*e Magazine and to Good Words, By A. K. H. B. Crown 
8vo. 8«. 6d. 

The Graver Thoughts of a Country Parson. By A. K. H. B. Fibst 
and Second Sbbibs, crown 8vo. 3*. 64. each. 

Critical Essays of a Country Parson, selected from Essays con- 
tributed to Fraser's Magazine. ByA.K.H. B. Crown 8vo.8f. 6d. 

Sunday Afternoons at the Parish Church of a Scottish University 
City. ByA.K. H.B. Crown 8vo. 8*. 6d. 

Lessons of Middle Age ; with some Account of various Cities and 
Men. By A. K. H.B. Crown 8vo. 8*. 6d. 

Counsel and Comfort spoken from a City Pulpit. By A. K. H. B. 
Crown 8vo. price 3«. Qd. 

Changed Aspects of Unchanged Truths ; Memorials of St. Andrews 
Sundays. ByA.K. H.B. Crown 8vo. 8«. Bd. 

Present-day Thoughts ; Memorials of St. Andrews Sundays. By 
A. K. H. B. Crown 8vo. 3*. Qd. 

SHORT STUDIES on GREAT SUBJECTS. By James Anthony 
Fboude, M. A. late Fellow of Exeter Coll. Oxford. 2 vols. 8vo. price 24». 

LORD MACAULAY'S MISCELLANEOUS WRITINGS:— 

Libbaby Edition. 2 vols. 8vo. Portrait, 21*. 
People's Edition. 1 vol. crown 8vo. 4s. 6d. 

LOED MACAULAY'S MISCELLANEOUS WRITINGS and SPEECHES. 
Student's Edition, in crown 8vo. price 6*. 

The REV. SYDNEY SMITH'S MISCELLANEOUS WORKS ; includ- 
ing his Contributions to the Edinburgh Review. Crown 8vo. 6*. 

The Wit and Wisdom of the Rev. 8ydney Smith; a Selection of 
the most memorable Passages in his Writings and Conversation. 16mo. 3*. 6d. 

The ECLIPSE of FAITH ; or, a Visit to a Religious Sceptic. By 

Henry Rogers. Twelfth Edition. Fcp. 5#. 
Defence of the Eclipse of Faith, by its Author ; a rejoinder to Dr. 

Newman's Reply. Third Edition. Fcp.3*.6d. 
Selections from the Correspondence of R. E. H. Grayson. By the 

same Author. Third Edition. Crown 8vo. 7«. 64. 

FAMILIES of SPEECH, Four Lectures delivered at the Royal 
Institution of Great Britain. By the Rev. F. W. Fabbab, MJL F.R.S. 
Head Master of Marlborough College. Post 8vo. with Two Maps, fo. 6d. 

CHIP8 from a GERMAN WORKSHOP ; being Essays on the Science 
of Religion, and on Mythology, Traditions, and Customs. By F. Max 
Muxleb, MJL &c. Foreign Member of the French Institute. 8 vols. 8vo.£2. 

UEBERWEG'S SYSTEM of LOGIC and HISTORY of LOGICAL 
DOCTRINES. Translated, with Notes and Appendices, by T. M. Lindsay, 
M.A. F.R.S.E. Examiner in Philosophy to the University of Edinburgh. 
8vo. price 165. 

ANALYSIS of the PHENOMENA of the HUMAN MIND. By 
Jambs Mill. A New Edition, with Notes, Illustrative and Critical, by 
Albxandbb Bain, Andbew Findlateb, and Geoegb Gbotb. Edited, 
with additional Notes, by John Stuabt Mill. 2 vols. 8vo. price 28*. 
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ELEMENTARY TREATISE on PHYSICS, Experimental and Applied. 
Translated and edited from Gakot*s Moments de Physique (with the 
Anther's sanction) by E. Atkinson, Fh.D. F.CiT. New Edition, revised 
and enlarged ; with a Coloured Plate and 726 Woodcuts. Post 8vo. 16*. 

NATURAL PHILOSOPHY for GENERAL READERS and YOUNG 
PERSONS ; being a Course of Physics divested of Mathematical Formulae, 
expressed in the language of daily life, and illustrated with Explanatory 
Figures, familiarly elucidating the Principles and Facts. Trauslated and 
edited from Ganot's Court de Physique, with the Author's sanction, by 
E. Atkinson, Ph.D. F.C.8. Crown 8vo. with Woodcuts, price Is. 6rf. 

SOUND : a Course of Eight Lectures delivered at the Royal Institution 
of Great Britain. By John Tyndall, LL.D. F.R.S. New Edition, crown 
8vo. with Portrait of M. Chladni and 169 Woodcuts, price 9s. 

HEAT a KOBE of MOTION. By Professor John Tyndall, LLVJ). 
F.R.8. Fourth Edition. Crown 8vo. with Woodcuts, 10#. 6rf. 

RESEARCHES in MOLECULAR PHYSICS by MEANS of RADIANT 
HEAT ; a Series of Memoirs collected from the Philosophical Transactions. 
By John Tyndall, LLJD. F.R.S. 1 vol. 8vo. [In the press. 

RESEARCHES on BIAMAGNETISM and MAGNE-CBYSTALLIC 
ACTION ; including the Question of Diamagnetic Polarity. By the same 
Author. With 6 Plates and many Woodcuts. 8vo. price 14s. 

NOTES of a COURSE of SEVEN LECTURES on ELECTRICAL 
PHENOMENA and THEORIES, delivered at the Royal Institution, 
aj>. 1870. By Professor Tyndall. Crown 8vo. 1*. sewed, or 1*. Qd. cloth. 

NOTES of a COURSE of NINE LECTURES on LIGHT delivered at the 
Royal Institution, A.D. 1869. By the same Author. Crown 8vo. price Is. 
sewed, or Is. 6d. cloth. 

FRAGMENTS of SCIENCE. By John Tyndall, LL.D. F.R.S. Third 
Edition. 8vo. price 14*. 

LIGHT SCIENCE for LEISURE HOURS; a Series of Familiar 
Essays on Scientific Subjects, Natural Phenomena, &c. By R. A. P&octob, 
B JL. F.&A.8. Crown 8vo. price 7*. 6d. 

LIGHT : Its Influence on Life and Health. By '^Forbes Winhlow, 
MJ). D.O.L. Oxon. (Hon.). Fcp. 8vo. 6*. 

A TREATI8E on ELECTRICITY, in Theory and Practice. By A. 
Dh la Rrvn, Prof, in the Academy of Geneva. Translated by C. V. Waixo 
F JLS. 3 vols. 8vo. with Woodcuts, £8 18*. 

The CORRELATION of PHYSICAL F0RCE8. By W. R. Grove, 
Q.C. Y.P.R.S. Fifth Edition, revised, and followed by a Discourse on Con- 
tinuity. 8vo. 10*. 6d. The Discourse on Continuity, separately, 2s. 6rf. 

VAN DER HOEVEN'S HANDBOOK of ZOOLOGY. Translated from 
the Second Dutch Edition by the Rev. W. Clark, M J). F.R.S. 2 vols. 8vo. 
with 24 Plates of Figures, 60s. 

Professor OWEN'S LECTURES on the COMPARATIVE ANATOMY 

and Physiology of the Invertebrate Animals. Second Edition, with ttt 
Woodcuts. 8vo. 21*. 

The COMPARATIVE ANATOMY and PHYSIOLOGY of the VERTK- 

brate Animals. By Richard Owbn, FJL8. D.C.L. With 1,472 Wood- 
cuts. 8 vols. 8vo. £8 13*. 6d, 
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The ORIGIN of CIVILISATION and the PRIMITIVE CONDITION 

of MAN ; Mental and Social Condition of Savages. By Sir Johw Lubbock, 
Bart. M.P. F.R.S. Second Edition, with 25 Woodcuts. 8vo. price 16*. 

The PRIMITIVE INHABITANTS of SCANDINAVIA : containing a 
Description of the Implements, Dwellings, Tombs, and Mode of Living of 
the Savages in the North of Europe during the Stone Age. By Svbn 
Nilsson. With 16 Plates of Figures and 3 Woodcuts. 8vo. 18*. 

BIBLE ANIMALS ; being a Description of every Living Creature 
mentioned in the Scriptures, from the Ape to the Coral. By the Rev. J. G. 
Wood, M Ju F.L.S. With about 100 Vignettes on Wood. 8vo. 21*. 

HOMES WITHOUT HANDS ; a Description of the Habitations of 
v Animals, classed according to their Principle of Construction. By the Rev. 
J. G. Wood, MA. FX.S. With about 140 Vignettes on Wood. 8vo. 21*. 

INSECTS AT HOME; a Popular Account of British Insects, their 
Structure, Habits, and Transformations. By the Rev, J. G. Wood, M.A. 
FX.S. With upwards of 700 Illustrations engraved on Wood (1 coloured 
and 21 full size of page). 8vo. price 21*. 

STBANGE DWELLINGS; a description of the Habitations of 
Animals, abridged from ' Homes without Hands.' By the Rev. J. G. Wood, 
M.A. F.L.8. With about 60 Woodcut Illustrations. Crown 8vo. price 7*. Qd. 

A FAMILIAB HISTORY of BIRDS. By E. Stanley, D.D. F.R.S. 
late Lord Bishop of Norwich. Seventh Edition, with Woodcuts. Fcp. 8*. 6d, 

The HARMONIES of NATURE and UNITY of CREATION. By Dr. 
Gbobgb Habtwio. 8vo. with numerous Illustrations, 18*. 

The 8EA and its LIVING WONDERS. By the same Author. Third 
(English) Edition. 8vo. with many Illustrations, 21*. 

The TROPICAL WORLD. By Dr. Geo. Habtwio. With 8 Chromo- 
xylographs and 172 Woodcuts. 8vo. 21*. 

The SUBTERRANEAN WORLD. By Dr. George Habtwio. With 
3 Maps and about 80 Woodcuts, including 8 full size of page. 8vo. price 21*. 

The POLAR WORLD , a Popular Description of Man and Nature in the 
Arctic and Antarctic Regions of the Globe. By Dr. George Habtwio. 
With 8 Chromoxylographs, 3 Maps, and 86 Woodcuts. 8vo. 21*. 

KIRBY and 8PENCE'S INTRODUCTION to ENTOMOLOGY, or 

Elements of the Natural History of Insects. 7th Edition. Grown 8vo. 5*. 

MATTNDER'S TREASURY of NATURAL HISTORY, or Popular 
Dictionary of Zoology. Revised and corrected by T. 8. Cobbold. MJ). 
Fcp. with 900 Woodcuts, 6*. cloth, or 9*. 6d. bound in calf. 

The TREASURY of BOTANY, or Popular Dictionary of the Vegetable 
Kingdom ; including a Glossary of Botanical Terms. Edited by J. Libdlbt, 
F.R.S. and T. Mooee, F.L.S. assisted by eminent Contributors, With 274 
Woodcuts and 20 Steel Plates. Two Parts, fcp. 12*. cloth, or 19*. calf. 

The ELEMENTS of BOTANY for FAMILIES and SCHOOLS. 

Tenth Edition, revised by Thomas Mooee, F.L.S. Fop. with 154 Wood- 
cuts, 2*. Qd. 

The BOSS AMATEUR'S GUIDE, By Thomas Riyebs. Ninth 
Edition. Fcp. 4*. 
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LOUDON'S ENCYCLOP.XDIA of PLANTS; comprising the Specific 
Chancier, Description, Culture, History, Ac of all the Plants found in 
Great Britain. With upwards of 12,000 woodcuts. 8vo.4£t. 

MAUNDERS SCIENTIFIC and LITERARY TREASURY. New 

Edition, thoroughly revised and in great part re-written, with above 1,0M 
new Articles, by J. Y. Johnson, Corr. MAS. Pop. 6*. cloth, or 9s. 6d. calf. 

A DICTIONARY of SCIENCE, LITERATURE, and ART. Fourth 
Edition, re-edited by W. T. Brands (the original Author), and George W. 
Cox, MJL assisted by contributors of eminent Scientific and Literary 
Acquirements. 3 vols, medium 8vo. price 63*. cloth. 



Chemistry, Medicine, Surgery, and the 

Allied Sciences. 

A DICTIONARY of CHEMISTRY and the Allied Branches of other 
Sciences. By Henry Watts, P.R.S. assisted by eminent Contributor! 
Complete in 5 vols, medium 8vo. £7 3*. 

Supplement ; bringing the Record of Chemical Discovery down to 
the end of the year 1869 ; including also several Additions to, and Corrections 
of, former results which have appeared in 1870 and 1871. By Henry Watts, 
B.A. F.R.8. F.C.S. Assisted by eminent Scientific and Practical Chemists, 
Contributors to the Original Work. 8vo. price 31*. 6d. 

ELEMENTS of CHEMISTRY, Theoretical and Practical By W. Allen 
Miller, M.D. late Prof, of Chemistry, King's Coll. London. Fourth 
Edition. 3 vols. 8vo. £3. Part I. Chemical Physics, 16s. Part II. 
Inorganic Chemistry, 21*. Past III. Organic Chkmistrt, Ms. 

OUTLINES of CHEMISTRY ; or, Brief Notes of Chemical Facts. 
By William Odling, M.B. P.R.S. Crown 8vo. 7*. 64. 

A Conrse of Practical Chemistry, for the use of Medical Students. 
By the same Author. New Edition, with 70 Woodcuts. Crown Svo. 7*. 64. 

Lectures on Animal Chemistry, delivered at the Royal College of 
Physicians in 1865. By the same Author. Crown 8vo. 4*. 64. 

SELECT METHODS in CHEMICAL ANALYSIS, chiefly INOR- 
GANIC. By William Orookes, F.R.S. With 22 Woodcuts. Crown 8va 
price 12*. 6<2. 

CHEMICAL NOTES for the LECTURE ROOM. By Thomas Wood, 
F.C.8. 2 vols, crown 8vo. L on Heat &c. price Bs. II. on the Metals, St. 

The DIAGNOSIS, PATHOLOGY, and TREATMENT of DIS EASES 

of Women ; inoluding the Diagnosis of Pregnancy. By Grail y Hewitt, 
M.D. Second Edition, enlarged ; with 116 Woodcut Illustrations. 8vo. 24*. 

On SOME DISORDERS of the NERVOUS SYSTEM in CHILD- 
HOOD ; being the Lumleian Lectures delivered before the Royal Colleen of 
Physicians in March 1871. By Charles West, M.D. Crown 8vo. price 5s. 

LECTURES on the DISEASES of INFANCY and CHILDHOOD. By 
Charles West, M.D. Ac. Fifth Edition, revised and enlarged. 8vo.l6f. 
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A SYSTEM of SURGERY, Theoretical and Practical. In Treatises 
by Various Authors. Edited by T. Holmes, M.A. Ac. Surgeon and Lecturer 
on Surgery at St. George's Hospital, and Surgeon-in-Chief to the Metro- 
politan Police. Second Edition, thoroughly revised, with numerous Illus- 
trations. 5 vols. 8vo. £5 65. 

The SURGICAL TREATMENT of CHILDREN'S DISEASES. By 

T. Holmes, M.A. &c. late Surgeon to the Hospital for Sick Children. 
Second Edition, with 9 Plates and 112 Woodcuts. 8vo. 21*. 

LECTURES on the PRINCIPLES and PRACTICE of PHYSIC. By 

Sir Thomab Watsojt. Bart. M.D. Fifth Edition, thoroughly revised. 
2 vols. 8vo. price 36$. 

LECTURES on SURGICAL PATHOLOGY. By Sir Jambs Paget, 
Bart. F.R.S. Third Edition, revised and re-edited by the Author and 
Professor W. Turner, M.B. 8vo. with 131 Woodcuts, 21a. 

COOPER'S DICTIONARY of PRACTICAL SURGERY and Encyclo- 
paedia of Surgical Science. New Edition, brought down to the present time. 
By S. A. Lane, Surgeon to St. Mary's Hospital, assisted by various Eminent 
Surgeons. Vol. IL 8vo. completing the work. [In the press. 

On CHRONIC BRONCHITIS, especially as connected with GOUT, 
EMPHYSEMA, and DISEASES of the HEART. By E. Headlam 
Greenhow. M.D. F.R.C.P. Ac. 8vo. Is. 6d. 

The CLIMATE of the SOUTH of FRANCE as SUITED to INVALIDS; 
with Notices of Mediterranean and other Winter Stations. By C. T. 
Williams, M.A. M.D. Oxon. Assistant-Physician to the Hospital for Con- 
sumption at Brompton. Second Edition. Crown 8vo. 6*. 

REPORTS on the PROGRESS of PRACTICAL and SCIENTIFIC 
MEDICINE in Different Parts of the World. Edited by Horace Dobell, 
M J), assisted by numerous and distinguished Coadjutors. Vols. I. and II. 
8vo. 18*. each. 

PULMONARY CONSUMPTION ; its Nature, Varieties, and Treat- 
ment : with an Analysis of One Thousand Cases to exemplify its Duration. 
By C. J. B. Williams, M.D. F.R.S. and C. T. Williams, MA. M.D. Oxon. 
Post 8vo. price 105. Qd. 

CLINICAL LECTURES on DISEASES of the LIVER, JAUNDICE, 
and ABDOMINAL I)ROPSY. By Charles Murchiboit, M.D. Post 8vo. 
with 25 Woodcuts, 10*. 6d. 

ANATOMY, DESCRIPTIVE and SURGICAL. By Henry Gray, 
F.R.S. With about 400 Woodouts from Dissections. Fifth Edition, by 
T. Holmes, MA. Cantab, with a new Introduction by b the Editor. Royal 
8vo. 28*. 

OUTLINES of PHYSIOLOGY, Human and Comparative. By John 
Marshall, F.R.C.S. Surgeon to the University College Hospital. 2 vols, 
crown 8vo. with 122 Woodcuts, 32*. 

PHYSIOLOGICAL ANATOMY and PHYSIOLOGY of MAN. By the 
late R. B. Todd, MJD. F.R.S. and W. Bowmav, F.R.S. of King's College. 
With numerous Illustrations. Vol. II. 8vo. 25*. 

Vol. L New Edition by Dr. Lioitbl S. Bealb. F.R.S. in course of publi- 
cation, with many Illustrations. Parts I. and II. price Is. 6d. each. 

COPLAND'S DICTIONARY of PRACTICAL MEDICINE, abridged 
from the larger work and throughout brought down to the present State 
of Medical Science. 8vo. 86*. 
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On the MANUFACTTJBE of BKET-EOOT 8TOAB in ETOLAHD 
and IRELAND. By William Cbookxs, FJL8. Crown 8ro. with 11 
Woodcuts, 8t. 6<Z. 

DB. PEBEIBA'S ELEMENTS of MATERIA MEDICA and THERA- 
PEUTICS, abridged and adapted for the use of Medical and Pharmaceutical 
Practitioners and Students; and comprising all the Medicines of the 
British Pharmacopoeia, with such others as are frequently ordered in Pre- 
scriptions or required by the Physician. Edited by Professor Bejjtley. 
F.L.8. Ac. and by Dr. Redwood, F.C.S. Ac. With 125 Woodcut Illustra- 
tions. 8vo. price 25*. 



The Fine Arts, and Illustrated Editions. 

IV FAIRYLAND; Pictures from the Elf- World. By Richard 
Doyle. With a Poem by W. Allingham. With Sixteen Plates, containing 
Thirty-six Designs printed in Colours. Folio, 81*. 6d. 

HALF-HOUB LECTUBES on the HISTOBY and PRACTICE of the 

Fine and Ornamental Arts. By William B. Scott. New Edition, revised 
by the Author ; with 50 Woodcuts. Crown 8vo. 89. 6d. 

ALBEBT DTTBEB, HIS LIFE and WORKS; including Auto- 
biographical Papers and Complete Catalogues. By William B. Scott. 
With Six Etchings by the Author, and other Illustrations. 8vo. 16a. 

The CHOBALE BOOK for ENGLAND: the Hymns translated by 
Miss C. Wivkwobth i the Tunes arranged by Prof. W. S. Benvbtt and 
Otto Goldschmidt. Fcp.4to.12s.6d. 

The NEW TESTAMENT, illustrated with Wood Engravings after the 
Early Masters, chiefly of the Italian School. Crown 4to.63*. cloth, gilt top ; 
or £5 5*. elegantly bound in morocco. 

LYBA GERMANICA ; the Christian Year. Translated by Catherine 
Wijtkwobth ; with 125 Illustrations on Wood drawn by J. Leightov, 
F.S.A. 4to. 21*. 

LYBA GERMANICA ; the Christian Life. Translated by Catherine 
Wikkwoeth ; with about 200 Woodcut Illustrations by J. Leightos; FJ5JL. 
and other Artists. 4to. 21s. 

The LIFE of MAN SYMBOLISED by the MONTHS of the YEAB. 

Text selected by R. Pioot ; Illustrations on Wood from Original Designs by 
J. Leiohtoh, F.S A. 4to. 42*. 

OATS' and FABLIE'S MOBAL EMBLEMS ; with Aphorisms, Adages, 
and Proverbs of all Nations. 121 Illustrations on Wood by J. LsieHTOff, 
F.S. A. Text selected by R. Pioot. Imperial 8vo.81». 64. 

SAOBED and LEGENDABY ABT. By Mrs. Jameson. J 

Legends of the Saints and Martyrs. New Edition, with 19 
Etchings and 187 Woodcuts. 2 vols, square crown 8vo. 31s. 6d. 

Legends of the Monastic Orders. New Edition, with 11 Etchings 
and 88 Woodcuts. 1 vol. square crown 8vo, 21*. 
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SACKED and LEGENDARY ART. By Mrs. Jameson. 

Legends of the Madonna. New Edition, with 27 Etchings and 
165 Woodcuts. 1 vol. square crown 8vo. 21*. 

The History of Onr Lord, with that of his Types and Precursors. 
Completed by Lady Eastlake. Revised Edition, with 31 Etchings and 
281 Woodcuts. 2 vols, square crown 8vo. 42*. 



The Useful Arts, Manufactures, &c. 

HISTORY of the GOTHIC REVIVAL ; an Attempt to shew how far 
the taste for Mediaeval Architecture was retained in England during the 
last two centuries, and has been re-developed in the present. By C.L. East- 
lake, Architect. With 48 Illustrations (36 full size of page). Imperial 8vo. 
price 31s. 6d. 

GWILT'S ENCYCLOPAEDIA of ARCHITECTURE, with above 1,600 

Engravings on Wood. Fifth Edition, revised and enlarged by Wyatt 
Papwosth. SYO.528.6d. 

A MANUAL of ARCHITECTURE: being a Concise History and 
Explanation of the principal Styles of European Architecture, Ancient, 
Mediaeval, and Renaissance; with a Glossary of Technical Terms. By 
Thomas Mitchell. Crown 8vo. with 150 woodcuts, 10*. 6d. 

HINTS on HOUSEHOLD TASTE in FURNITURE, UPHOLSTERY, 

and other Details. By Chables L. Eastlake, Architect. Second Edition, 
with about 90 Illustrations. Square crown 8vo. 18*. 

PRINCIPLES of MECHANISM, designed for the Use of Students in 
the Universities, and for Engineering Students generally. By R. 
Willis, M. A. E.R.S. &c. Jacksonian Professor in the University of Cam- 
bridge. Second Edition, enlarged ; with 374 Woodcuts. 8vo. 189. , 

LATHES and TURNING, Simple, Mechanical, and ORNAMENTAL. 
By W. Henry Nosthcott. With about 240 Illustrations on Steel and 
Wood. 8vo. 18*. 

USE'S DICTIONARY of ARTS, MANUFACTURES, and MINES. 

Sixth Edition, chiefly rewritten and greatly enlarged by Robebt Huitt, 
FJELS. assisted by numerous Contributors eminent in Science and the 
Arts, and familiar with Manufactures. With above 2,000 Woodcuts. 3 vols, 
medium 8vo. price £4 14s. 6d. 

HANDBOOK of PRACTICAL TELEGRAPHY. By R. S. Culley, 

Memb. Inst. C.E. Erudneer-in-Chief of Telegraphs to the Post Office. 
Pifth Edition, with 118 Woodcuts and 9 Plates. 8vo. price 14s. 

ENCYCLOPAEDIA of CIVIL ENGINEERING, Historical, Theoretical, 

and Practical. By E. Cbest, C.B. With above 3,000 Woodcuts. 8vo. 42a. 

TREATISE on MILLS and MILLWORS. By Sir W. Faibbaiem, 
Bart. F.R.S. New Edition, with 18 Plates and 322 Woodcuts. 2 vols. 
8vo. 82«. 

USEFUL INFORMATION for ENGINEERS. By the same Author. 
First, Second, and Third Sebieb, with many Plates and Woodcuts, 
3 vols, crown 8vo. 10*. Qd. each. 

The APPLICATION of CAST and WROUGHT IRON to Building 

Purposes. By Sir W. Faibbaibn, Bart. F.R.S. Fourth Edition, eularged; 
with 6 Plates and 113 Woodcuts. 8vo. price 166. 

B 
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IRON SHIP BUILDING, its History and Progress, as comprised in a 
Series of Experimental Researches. By the same Author. With 4 Plates and 
130 Woodcuts. Svo.18*. 

A TREATISE on the STEAK ENGINE, in its various Applications 
to Mines, Mills. Steam Navigation. Raflwaysand Agriculture. By J. Bottritb. 
C.E. EightbRdition ; with Portrait, S7 Plates, and 646 Woodcuts. 4to. 42*. 

CATECHISM of the STEAK ENGINE, in its various Applications to 
Mines, Mills, Steam Navigation, Railways, and Agriculture. By the same 
Author. With 89 Woodcuts. Fcp.6*. 

HANDBOOK of the STEAK ENGINE. By the same Author, forming a 
Key to the Catechism of the Steam Engine, with 67 Woodcuts. Pep. 9*. 

BOURNE'S RECENT IMPROVEMENTS in the STEAK ENGIKE in its 
various applications to Mines, Mills, Steam Navigation, Railways, and Agri- 
culture. Being a Supplement to the Author's * Catechism of the Steam 
Engine.' ByTomr Boutotb, C.E. New Edition, including many New 
Examples ; with 124 Woodcuts. Pep. 8vo. 6». 

A TREATISE on the SCREW PROPELLER, SCREW VESSELS, and 

Screw Engines, as adapted for purposes of Peace and War ; with Notices 
of other Methods of Propulsion. Tables of the Dimensions and Performance 
of 8crew Steamers, and detailed Specifications of Ships and Engines. By 
J. Bounars, OE. New Edition, with 54 Plates and 287 Woodcuts. 4to. 63*. 

EXAMPLES of MODERN STEAK, AIR, and GAS ENGINES of 

the most Approved Types, as employed for Pumping, Tor Driving Machinery, 
for Locomotion, and for Agriculture, minutely and practically described. 
By Johv Booths, C.E. In course of publication in 24 Parts*, price 2s. 64. 
each, forming One volume 4to. with about 60 Plates and 400 Woodcuts. 

A HISTORY of the MACHINE- WROUGHT HOSIERY and LACE 

Manufactures. By William Pelktbt, FJJ3.F&S. Royal 8vo. 21*. 

PRACTICAL TREATISE on METALLURGY, adapted from the last 
German Edition of Professor Ksrl's Metallurgy by W.Crookes. F.R.S. Ac. 
and E. Rohbio, Ph.D. M JB. With 625 Woodcuts. 8 vols. 8yo. price £4 19*. 

MITCHELL'S MANUAL of PRACTICAL ASSAYING. Third Edi- 
tion, for the most part re-written, with all the recent Discoveries incor- 
porated, by W. Cbookes, F.R.S. with 188 Woodcuts. 8vo. 28*. 

The ART of PERFUMERY ; the History and Theory of Odours, and 
. the Methods of Extracting the Aromas of Plants. By Dr. Pibssb, F.C.S. 
Third Edition, with 53 Woodcuts. Crown 8vo. 10*. 6d. 

LOUDON'S ENCYCLOPEDIA of AGRICULTURE: comprising the 
Laying-out, Improvement, and Management of Landed Property, and the 
Cultivation and Economy of the Productions of Agriculture. With 1,100 
Woodcuts. 8vo. 21*. 

London's Encyclopaedia of Gardening: comprising the Theory and 
Practice of Horticulture, Floriculture, Arboriculture, and Landscape Gar- 
dening. With 1,000 Woodcuts. 8vo. 21*. 

BAYLDON'8 ART of VALUING RENTS and TILLAGES, and Claimi 

A T ena S^ , ... u P° Q Quitting Farms, both at Michaelmas and Lady-Day 
Eighth Edition, revised by J. 0. Mobtov. Svo. 10*. 6d. 
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Religious and Moral Works. 

AUTHORITY and CONSCIENCE ; a Free Debate on the Tendency of 
Dogmatic Theology and on the Characteristics of Faith. Edited by Conway 
Morel. Post 8vo. price 7s. 6d. 

REASONS of FAITH ; or, the ORDER of the Christian Argument 
Developed and Explained. By the Rev. G. 8. Drew, M.A. Second Edition, 
revised and enlarged. Pep. 8vo. price 6s. 

CHRIST the CONSOLER; a Book of Comfort for the Sick. With a 
Preface by the Right Rev. the Lord Bishop of Carlisle. Small 8vo. price 6s. 

The TRUE DOCTRINE of the EUCHARIST. By Thomas S. L. Vogajn, 
D.D. Canon and Prebendary of Chichester and Rural Dean. 8vo. price 18s. 

CHRISTIAN SACERDOTALISM, viewed from a Layman's standpoint 
or tried by Holy Scripture and the Early Fathers -, with a short Sketch of 
the State of the Church from the end of the Third to the Reformation in 
the beginning of the Sixteenth Century. By John Jabdine, ALA. LL.D. 
Svo. price 8s. 6tf. 

SYNONYMS of the OLD TESTAMENT, their BEARING on CHRIS- 
TIAN FAITH and PRACTICE. By the Rev. Robert Bakes Gibdlb- 
btone, M.A. 8vo. price 16s. 

An INTRODUCTION to the THEOLOGY of the CHURCH of 

ENGLAND, in an Exposition of the Thirty-nine Articles. By the Rev. 
T. P. Boultbee, LL.D. Fcp. 8vo. price 6s. 

FUNDAMENTALS; or, Bases of Belief concerning MAN and GOD: 
a Handbook of Mental, Moral, and Religious Philosophy. .By the Rev. 
T. Gbibbith, MJL 8vo. price 10s. Qd. 

PRAYERS SELECTED from the COLLECTION of the late BARON 
• BUNSEN, and Translated by Catherine Wikkwokth. Paet I. For the 

Family. Past IL Prayers and Meditations for Private Use. Fcp. 8vo. 

price 8s. Qd. 

The STUDENT'S COMPENDIUM of the BOOK of COMMON 
PRAYER; being Notes Historical and Explanatory of the Liturgy of the 
Church of England. By the Rev. H. Alldest Nash. Fcp. 8vo» price 2s. 6d. 

The TRUTH of the BIBLE: Evidence from the Mosaic and other 
Records of Creation ; the Origin and Antiquity of Man ; the Science of 
Scripture ; and from the Archaeology of Different Nations of the Earth. 
By the Rev. B. W. Savile, MA. Crown 8vo. price 7s. Gd. 

CHURCHES and their CREEDS. By the Rev. Sir Philip Peering, 
Bart, late Scholar of Trin. Coll. Cambridge, and University Medallist. 
Grown 8vo. price 10s. 6d. 

CONSIDERATIONS on the REVISION of the ENGLISH NEW 
TESTAMENT. By 0. J. Elligott, D.D. Lord Bishop of Gloucester and 
Bristol. Post 8vo. price 5s. 6d. 

An EXPOSITION of the 89 ARTICLES, Historical and Doctrinal. 
By B. Habold Bbowvb, D.D. Lord Bishop of Ely. Ninth Edit. Svo. 16s. , 

b a 
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The LITE and EPISTLES of ST. PAUL. By the Rev. W. J. 
Oovtbsasb, MJL, and the Very Rev. J. S. Howsoir, DJ). Dean of Chester i— 

Libbubt Editiov, with all the Original Illustrations, Maps, Landscapes 
on Steel, Woodcuts, Ac. 2 vols. 4to. 48*. 

Ivtsbmbdiate Edition, with a Selection of Maps, Plates, and Woodcuts. 
2 vols, square crown 8vo. 31*. 64. 

Studbht's Editioh, revised and condensed, with 46 Illustrations and 
Maps. 1 vol. crown 8vo. price 9«. 

The VOYAGE and SHIPWRECK of ST. PAUL; with Dissertations 
on the life and Writings of St. Luke and the Ships and Navigation of the 
Ancients. By Jambs Smith, F.B.S. Third Edition. Crown 8vo. 10s. Gd. 

A CRITICAL and GRAMMATICAL COMMENTARY on ST. PAUL'S 
Epistles. By 0. J. Bllicott, D J). Lord Bishop of Gloucester & Bristol* 8vo. 

Oalatians, Fourth Edition, 8«. 6<& 

Ephesians, Fourth Edition, 8«. 6<& 

Pastoral Epistles, Fourth Edition, 10*. 6d. 

Philippians, Colossians, and Philemon, Third Edition, 10*. 6d 

Thessalonians, Third Edition, 7#."6<f. 

HISTORICAL LECTURES on the LIFE of OUR LORD JESUS 
CHRIST : being the Hulsean Lectures for 1859. By C. J. Ellicott, DJ). 
Lord Bishop of Gloucester and Bristol. Fifth Edition. 8vo. price 12*. 

EVIDENCE of the TRUTH of the CHRISTIAN RELIGION derived 
from the Literal Fulfilment of Prophecy. By Alexander Keith, D.D. 
37th Edition, with numerous Plates, in square 8vo. 12s. 6d. ; also the S9th 
Edition, in post 8vo. with 5 Plates, 6*. 

History and Destiny of the World and Church, according to 
Scripture. By the same Author. Square 8vo. with 40 Illustrations, 10s. 

An INTRODUCTION to the STUDT of the NEW TESTAMENT, 
Critical, Exegetical, and Theological. By the Rev. S. Davidson, D.D. 
LL.D. 2 vols. 8vo. 80s. 

HARTWELL HORNE'B INTRODUCTION to the CRITICAL STUDT* 
and Knowledge of the Holy Scriptures, as last revised; with 4 Maps and 
22 Woodcuts and Facsimiles. 4 vols. 8vo. 42*. 

EWALD'S HISTORY of ISRAEL to the DEATH of MOSES. Trans- 
lated from the German. Edited, with a Preface and an Appendix, by Russell 
Mabtineau, M.A. Second Edition. 2 vols. 8vo. 24s. Vols. III. and IV. 
edited by J. E. Caepentee, M.A. prico 215. 

The HISTORY and LITERATURE of the ISRAELITES, according 
to the Old Testament and the Apocrypha. By C. De Rothschild and 
A. De Rothschild. Second Edition, revised. 2 vols, post 8vo. with Two 
Maps, price 12*. &d. Abridged Edition, in 1 vol. fcp. 8vo. price 3*. Qd. 

The SEE of ROME in the MIDDLE AGES. By the Rev. Oswald 
J. Rbichel, B.C.L. and M.A. 8vo. price 18s. 

The TREASURY of BIBLE KNOWLEDGE; being a Dictionary of the 
Books, Persons, Places, Events, and other matters of which mention is made 
in Holy Scripture. By Rev. J. Aybe, M.A. With Maps. 16 Plates, aud 
numerous Woodcuts. Top. 8vo. price 6*. cloth, or 9*. fid. neatly bound in calf. 
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The GREEK TESTAMENT; with Notes, Grammatical and Exegetical. 
By the Rev. W. Wbbstbb, MJL and the Rev. W. F. Wilkinson, MA 
2 vols, 8vo. £2 4ff. 

EVERY-DAY SCRIPTURE DIFFICULTIES explained and illustrated. 
By J. E. Pbbbcott, MJL Vol. I. Matthew and Mark\ Vol. IL Lfffc* and 
John. 2 vols. 8 vo. 9*. each. 

The PENTATEUCH and BOOK of JOSHUA CRITICALLY EXAMINED. 
By the Right Rev. J. W. Colbnbo, D.D. Lord Bishop of Natal People's 
Edition, .in 1 vol. crown 8vo. 6*. 
Past YI. the Later Legislation of the Pentateuch. 8vo. price 249. 

The FORMATION of CHRISTENDOM. By T. W. Allies. Fabts I. 
and IL 8vo. price 12*. each Part. 

ENGLAND and CHRISTENDOM. By Archbishop Manning, D.D. 
Post 8vo. prioe 105. Qd. 

A VIEW of the SCRIPTURE REVELATIONS CONCERNING a 
FUTURE STATE. By Richard Whatbly, D.D. late Archbishop of 
Dublin. Ninth Edition. Fop.8vo.5ff.; 

THOUGHTS for the AGE. By Elizabeth M. Sbwhll, Author of 
« Amy Herbert ' &c. New Edition, revised. Fcp. 8vo. price tie. 

Passing Thoughts on Religion. By'the same Author. Fcp. 8vo. 3*. 6d. 

Self-Examination before Confirmation. By the same Author. S2mo. 

price Iff. 6d. 
Readings for a Month Preparatory to Confirmation, from Writers 

of the Early and English Church. By the same Author. Fcp. 4*. 

Readings for Every Day in Lent, compiled from the Writings of 
Bishop Jebbmy Taylob. By the same Author. Fcp. 5*. 

Preparation for the Holy Communion; the Devotions chiefly from 
the works of Jebbmy Taylob. By the same Author. 82mo. 8ff. 

« 

THOUGHTS for the HOLY WEEK for Young Persons. By the Author 
of ' Amy Herbert.' New Edition. Fop. 8vo. 2ff. 

PRINCIPLES of EDUCATION Drawn from Nature and Revelation, 

and applied to Female Education in the Upper Glasses. By the Author 
of ' Amy Herbert.' 2 vols. fcp. 12ff. 6d. 

SINGERS and SONGS of the CHURCH : being Biographical Sketches 
of the Hymn-Writers in all the principal Collections; with Notes on their 
Psalms and Hymns. By Josiah Milleb, MA. Post 8vo. price 10ff. Qd. , 

LYRA GERMANICA, translated from the German by Miss C. Wink- 
wobth. Fibst Sbbies, Hymns for the Sundays and Chief Festivals. 
Second Sbbies, the Christian Life. Fcp. Sff. 6d. each Series. 

i SPIRITUAL SONGS ' for the SUNDAYS and HOLIDAYS through- 
out the Year, By J. S. B. Mow sell, LL.D. Vicar of Egham and Rural Dean. 
Fourth Edition, Sixth Thousand. Fcp. 4». 6d. 

The BEATITUDES : Abasement before God ; Sorrow for Sin ; Meekness 
of Spirit : Desire for Holiness ; Gentleness ; Purity of Heart; the Peace- 
makers i Sufferings for Christ. By the same. Third Edition. Fcp. Sff. 6d. 



NEW WORKS PUBXilHSD bt LONGMANS asd CO. 



HU PRESENCE— not hii MEMORY, 1855. By the tame Author, 
in Memory of hii Bos. Sixth Edition. 16mo.l*. 

ENDEAVOURS after the CHRISTIAN LIFE: Discourses. By 
Jambs Mabtetbau. Fourth Edition, carefully revised. Port 8vo. 7*. 6d. 

WHATELV8 INTRODUCTORY LESSONS on the CHRISTIAN 

Evidences. 18mo. 64. 

FOUR DISCOURSES of CHRYSOSTOM, chiefly on the Parable of the 
Eich Man and Lazarus. Translated by P. Allen, BA. Crown 8vo. S*. 6d. 

BISHOP JEREMY TAYLOR'S ENTIRE WORKS. With Life by 
Bishop Hbbbb. Revised and corrected by the Eev. 0. P. Ens*, 10 Tola, 
price £6 5*. 



Travels, Voyages^ &c 



HOW to SEE NOBWAY. By Captain J. B. Campbell. With Map 
and 5 Woodcuts. Pep. 8vo. price 5*. 

PAH and the PYBENEE8. By Count Henry Russell, Member of 
the Alpine Club, Ac. With 2 Maps. Pep. 8vo. price 5*. 

SCENES in the SUNNY SOUTH; including the Atlas Mountains 
and the Oases of the Sahara in Algeria. By Lieut.-Col. the Hon. C. S. 
Veeekbe, M.A. Commandant of the Limerick Artillery Militia. 2 vols, 
post 8vo. price 21*. 

T he PLAYGROUND of EUROPE. By Leslie Stephen, late President 
of the Alpine Club. With 4 Illustrations engraved on. Wood by B. Whymper. 
Crown 8vo. price 10*. Qd, 

CABORE ; or, TITIAN'S COUNTRY. By Jostah Gilbert, one of 
the Authors of 'The Dolomite Mountains.' With Map, Facsimile, and 40 
Illustrations. Imperial 8vo. 81*. 6d. 

HOURS of EXERCISE in the ALPS. By John Ttndaix, LLJ). 
P.E.8. Second Edition, with 7 Woodcuts by E. Whymper. Crown 8vo. 
price 12«. Qd. 

TRAVELS in the CENTRAL CAUCASUS and BASHAN. Including 
Visits to Ararat and Tabreez and Ascents of Kazbek and Elbrus. By 
D. W. Pbeshpield. Square crown 8vo. with Maps, Ac. 18*. 

PICTURES in TYROL and Elsewhere. Prom a Family Sketch-Book. 
By the Authoress of ' A Voyage en Zigzag/ &c. Second Edition. Small 4to. 
with numerous Illustrations, 21*. 

HOW WE SPENT the SUMMER; or, a Voyage en Zigsag in Switier- 
land and Tyrol with some Members of the Alpine Club. Prom the Sketch- 
Book of one of the Party. In oblong 4to. with 800 Illustrations, 16*. 

BEATEN TRACKS; or, Pen and Pencil Sketches in Italy. By the 

Authoress of ' A Voyage en Zigsag.' With 42 Plates, containing about SOS 
Sketches from Drawings made on the Spot. 8vo. 16*. 
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MAP of the CHAIN of MONT BLANC, from an actual Survey in 
1868—1864. By A. Adams-Rbilly, F.R.G.8. M.A.O. Published under the 
Authority of the Alpine Club. In Chromolitbography on extra stout 
drawing-paper 88in. x I7in. prioe 10t. or mounted on canvas in a folding 
ease, 12*. 6o. 

WESTWARD by BAIL; the New Route to the East. By W. F. Rae. 
With Map shewing the Lines of Rail between the Atlantic and the Pacific 
and Sections of the Railway. Second Edition. Post 8vo. price 105. Qd. 

HISTORY of DISCOVERY in our AUSTRALASIAN COLONIES, 

Australia, Tasmania, and New Zealand, from the Earliest Date to the 
Present Day. By William Howitt. 2 vols. 8vo. with 3 Maps, 20*. 

ZIGZAGGING AMONGST DOLOMITES. By the Author of ' How we 
Spent the Summer, or a Voyage en Zigzag in Switzerland and Tyrol.' 
With upwards of 300 Illustrations by the Author. Oblong 4to. price 155. 

The DOLOMITE MOUNTAINS ; Excursions through Tyrol, Carinthia, 
Oarniola, and Friuli, 1861-1863. By J. Gilbert and G. G. Chtjrchill, 
F.R.G.S. With numerous Illustrations. Square crown 8vo. 21*. 

GUIDE to the PYRENEES, for the use of Mountaineers. By 
Chablbb Pages. 2nd Edition, with Map and Illustrations. Or. 8vo. 7*. 6d. 

The ALPINE GUIDE. By John Ball, M.R.LA. late President of 
the Alpine Club. Thoroughly Revised Editions, in Three Volumes, post 
8vo. with Maps and other Illustrations:— 

GUIDE to the WESTERN ALPS, including Mont Blanc, Monte Bosa, 
Zermatt, &c. Price 6». 6d. 

GUIDE to the CENTRAL ALPS, including all theOberland District. 
Price 7*. 64. 

GUIDE to the EASTERN ALPS, price 10*. Bd. 

Introduction on Alpine Travelling in General, and on the Geology 
of the Alps, price 1*. Each of the Three Volumes or Parts of the Alpine 
Guide may be had with this Introduction prefixed, prioe U. extra. 

VISITS to REMARKABLE PLACES : Old Halls, Battle-Fields, and 
Stones Illustrative of Striking Passages in English History and Poetry* 
By William Howitt. 2 vols, square crown 8vo. with Woodcuts, 26f. 

The RURAL LITE of ENGLAND. By the same Author. With 
Woodcuts by Bewick and Williams. Medium 8vo. 12*. 6d. 



Works of Fiction. 

POPULAR ROMANCES of the MIDDLE AGES. By George W. 
Cox, M.A. Author of 'The Mythology of the Aryan NatBns' &c. and 
Eustace Hue ton Jokes. Crown 8vo. price 10*. 6d. 

HARTLAND FOREST ; a Legend of North Devon. By Mrs. Brat, 
Author of ' The White Hoods/ ( Life of Stothard,' Ac. Post 8vo. with Fron- 
tispiece, price 4s.Qd. 



M NEW WORKS PUBLISHED BY LONGMANS aid 00. 



NOVELS and TALES. By the Bight Hon. B. Disraeli, M.P. 
Cabinet Edition, complete in Ten Volumes, crown 8vo. price 6c. each, as 

follows:— 



LOTHAIR,6fc 

CownreflBT, 6c 
Sybil, 6*. 
Tarcred, 6s. 
QVenetia, 6c 



Hberistta Temple, 6c. 
Coktabiei Fleming, Ac. 6c. 
Alroy, Ixioh, Ac. 6c 
The Young Duke, Ao. 6c 
Vivian Grey, 6c 



The MODERN NOVELIST'S LIBRARY. Each Work, in crown 8vo. 

complete in a Single Volume :— 
Melville's Gladiators, 2c. boards; Sic 64. cloth. 

Good por Nothing, 2c. boards ; 2c. 64. cloth. 

Holmby Housb, 2c. boards ; 2c. 64. cloth. 

Interpreter, 2c. boards ; 2c. 64. cloth. 

Kate Coveetry, 2c boards ; 2c 64. cloth. 

Queer's Maries, 2c boards : 2c. 64. cloth. 

Teollope's warder, lc. 64. boards ; 2c cloth. 

Barchester Towers. 2c boards ; 2c 64. cloth. 

Bramlbt-Moore's Six Sisters of the Valleys, 2c boards ; 2c 64. cloth. 

IERH&; a Tale. By W. Steuart Trench, Author of * Realities of 
Irish life.' Second Edition. 2 vols, post 8vo. prioe 21c 

The HOME at HEATHERBRAE ; a Tale. By the Author of 

• Everley.' Pep. 8vo. price 6c 
CABINET EDITION of 8T0BIE8 and TALES by Miss Sewbll:— 



Amy Herbert, 2c.64. 
Gertrude, 2c 64. 
The Earl's Daughter, 2c 64. 
Experience of Life, 2c 64. 
Oleve Hall, 8c 64. 



Ivors, 8c 64. 
Katharine Ashton, 8c 64. 
Margaret Peroiyal, 6c. 
Laeetoe Parsonage, 8c. 64. 
Ursula, 4c 64. 



STORIES and TALES. By E. M. Sewbll. Comprising: — Amy 
Herbert; Gertrude; The Earl's Daughter; The Experience of Life; Oleve 
Hall: Ivors; Katharine Ashton; Margaret Percivaij Laneton Parsonage: 
and Ursula. The Ten Works, complete in Eight Volumes, crown fivo. bound 
in leather, arid contained in a Box. price 42c 

A Glimpse of the World. By the Anthor of 'Amy Herbert 9 Fcp. 7«. 64. 
The Journal of a Home Life. By the same Author. Post 8vo. 9c &2. 
After Life ; a Seqnel to ' The Journal of a Home Life.' Price 10c. €4. 

TJHCLE PETER'S PAIEY TALE for the NINETEENTH CENTURY. 

Edited by B. M. Sewell, Author of Amy Herbert/ Ac Pep. 8vo. 7c 64. 

THE GIANT ; A Witch's Story for English Boys. By the same 

Author and Editor. Pep. 8vo. price 6c 

WONDERFUL STORIES from NORWAY, SWEDEN, and ICELAND. 

Adapted and arranged by Julia Goddakd. With an Introductory Essay 
by the Rev. G. \V. Cox, M.A. and Six Woodcuts. Square post 8vo. 6c 

A VISIT to MY DISCONTENTED COUSIN. Reprinted, with some 
Additions, from Fraser's Magazine. Crown 8vo. prioe 7c 64. 

BECKER'S OALLUS; or, Roman Scenes of the Time of Augustus: 

with Notes and Excursuses. New Edition. Post svo. 7c 64. 

BECKER'S CHARICLES; a Tale illustrative of Private Life among the 
Ancient Greeks: with Notes and Excursuses. New Edition. Post8vo.7c.64. 
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CABINET EDITION of NOVELS and TALES by G. J. Whtob 

Melville :— 



Digby Grand, 5*. ' 
Kate Coventry, 5*. 
General Bounce. 5*. 



Holmby House, 6*. 
The Queen's Maries, 6*. 
The Interpreter, 5*. 



Good por Nothing, price to. 

TALES of ANCIENT GBEECE. By George W. Cox, M.A. late 
Scholar of Trin. Coll. Ozon. Crown Hvo. price 6*. ed. 

A MANUAL of MYTHOLOGY, in the form of Question and Answer. 
By the same Author. Pep. 8*. 

OUB CHILDREN'S STOBY, by one of their Gossips. By the Author 
of 'Voyage en Zigzag,' ' Pictures in Tyrol/ &c Small 4to. with Sixty Illus- 
trations by tho Author, price 105. 6d. 



Poetry and The Drama. 

A VISION of CBEATION, a POEM ; with an Introduction, Geolo- 
gical and Critical. By Cuthbert Collingwood, M.A. and B.M. Oxon. 
F.L.S. Ac. Author of ' Rambles of a Naturalist on the Shores and Waters of 
the China Seas/ &o. Crown 8vo. price 7*. 6d. 

The STOBY of GAUTAMA BUDDHA and his CBEED ; an Epic. By 
Eichard Phillips. Squara fcp. 8vo. price 6*. 

BALLADS and LYBICS of OLD FRANCE; with other Poems. By 
A. Lang, Fellow of Merton College, Oxford. Square fcp. 8vo. price 55. 

SONGS of the SIEBBAS. By Joaquin Miller. New Edition, revised 
by the Author. Fcp. Svo. price 65. 

THOMAS MOORE'S POETICAL WORKS, with the Author's last 

Copyright Additions :— 

Shamrock: Edition, crown 8vo. price 3*. 6d. 

People's Edition, square crown 8vo. with Illustrations*price 10*. Qd. 

Library Edition, medium 8vo. Portrait and Vignette, 14s. 

MOORE'S IRISH MELODIES, Maclise's Edition* with 161 Steel Plates 
from Original Drawings. Super-royal 8vo. 31*. Gd. 

Miniature Edition of Moore's Irish Melodies with Maclise's De- 
signs (as above) reduced in Lithography. Imp. 16mo. 10*. 6d. 

MOORE'S LALLA ROOKH. Tenniel's Edition, with 68 Wood 
Engravings from original Drawings and other Illustrations. Fcp. 4to. 21*. 

SOUTHEY'S POETICAL WORKS, with the Author's last Corrections 
and copyright Additions. Library Edition, in 1 voL medium 8vo. with 
Portrait and Vignette, 14*. 

LAYS of ANCIENT BOME; with Ivry and the Armada. By the 
Right Hon. Lord Macaulay. 16mo.4». 6d. 

* Lord Macaulay's Layi of Ancient Borne. With 90 Illustrations on 
Wood, from the Antique, from Drawings by G. Scharp. Fcp. 4to. 21*. 

Miniature Edition of Lord Macaulay's Lays of Ancient Borne, 
with the Illustrations (as above) reduced in Lithography. Imp. 16moJ0*.6d. 



flA WBW WORKS fububhbv by t.OjrOMAIfS un> OH. 

GOLDSMITHS POETICAL WORKS, with Wood Engraving from 
Desls^ty Members of the BTGnnro Club. Imperial 16mo. 7«. 6a. 

POEMS OF BYGOEE YEARS. Edited by the Author of 'Amy 
Herbert ' Ac. Fcp. 8vo. price 5#. 

The £jukih of VIRGIL Translated into English Verse. By Johh 
Comoro*, MJL New Edition. Crown8vo.9s. 

HORATH OPERA. library Edition, with Marginal References and 
English Notes. Edited by the Rev. J. E. Tongs. 8vo.zl*. 

BOWDLER'S FAMILY 8HAK8PEARE, cheaper Genuine Editions. 
Medium 8vo. lar*e type, with 86 Woodcuts, price 14s. Cabinet Edition, 
with the same Illustrations, 6 vols. fcp. 3*. 64. each. 

POEMS. By Jeajt Ihgelow. Fifteenth Edition. Fcp. 8yo. 5s. 

POEMS by Jean Ingelow. With nearly 100 Illustrations by Eminent 
Artists, engraved on Wood by the Brothers Dalztbl. Fcp. 4to.2i*. 

A STOBT of DOOM, and other Poems. By Jean Ingelow. Third 
Edition. Fcp. 6s. 

JOHN JEBNINGHAM'S JOURNAL. Fcp. 8vo. price 3s. 6d. 

The MAD WAR PLANET, and other POEMS. By William 

Howitt, A nthor nf • Visits to Remarkable Places ' Ac. Fcp. 8vo. price 5s. 

EUCHARI8 ; a i'ouiu. By F. Reginald Statham (Francis Reynolds), 
Author of ' Alice Rushton, and other Poems ' and ' Glaphyra, and other 
Poems.' Fcp. 8vo. price 3s. M. 

WORKS by EDWARD YARDLEY:— 

Fantastic Stories. Fcp. S».6A 

Melusinb and other Poems. Fcp. 5*. 

Horace's Odes, translated into English Verse. Crown Svo. 6s. 

Supplementary Stories and Poems. Fcp. S*.6d. 



Rural Sports, &c. 

ENCYCLOPEDIA of RURAL SPORTS ; a complete Account, Histo- 
rical, Practical, and Descriptive, of Hunting. 8hooting, Fishing, Racing, 
and all other Rural and Athletic Sports and Pastimes. By D. P. Blaxxx 
With above 600 Woodcuts (80 from Designs by Jomr Leech). 8vo. 81s. 

The DEAD SHOT, or Sportsman's Complete Guide ; a Treatise oa 

the Use of the Gun, Dog-breaking, Pfgeon*shootlng, 4c By Mabehmai. 
Revised Edition. Fcp. 8vo. with Plates, 5s. 

The FLY-FISHER'S EHT0M0L0OY. By Alfred Ronalds. With 
coloured Representations of the Natural and Artificial Insect. Sixtb 
Edition ; with 20 coloured Plates. 8vo. 14*. 



NEW WORKS published by LONGMANS Aim 00. 27 

A BOOK on ANGLING; a complete Treatise on the Art of Angling 
in every branch. By Fbafcis Fsaitgis. New Edition, with Portrait 
and 15 other Plates, plain and coloured. Post 8vo. 16*. 

The BOOK of the ROACH. By Gbeyillb Fknnbll, of * The Field.' 
Pep. 8vo. price 2s. Qd. 

WILCOCKS'S SEA-FISHERMAN ; comprising the Chief Methods of 
Hook and Line Pishing in the British and other Seas, a Glance at Nets, 
and Remarks on Boats and Boating. Second Edition, enlarged ; with 80 
Woodcuts. Post 8vo. 12*. Qd. 

HORSES and STABLES. By Colonel F. Fitzwygram, XV. the King's 
Hussars. With Twenty-four Plates of Illustrations, containing very 
numerous Figures engraved on Wood. 8vo. 16*. 

The HORSE'S FOOT, and HOW to KEEP IT SOUND. By W. 
Miles, Esq. Ninth Edition, with Illustrations. Imperial 8vo. 12*. Qd. 

A PLAIN TREATISE on HORSE-SHOEING. By the same Author. 
Sixth Edition. Post 8vo. with Illustrations, 2s. 64. 

STABLES and STABLE-FITTINGS. By the same. Imp. 8vo. with 
13 Plates, 15*. 

REMARKS on HORSES' TEETH, addressed to Purchasers. By the 
same. Post 8vo. U.Qd. 

A TREATISE on HORSE-SHOEING and LAMENESS. By Joseph 
Gamgee, Veterinary Surgeon,* formerly Lecturer on the Priuciples and 
Practice of Farriery in the New Veterinary College, Edinburgh. 8vo. with 
55 Woodcuts, price 15*. 

BLAINE'S VETERINARY ART ; a Treatise on the Anatomy, Physi- 
ology, and Curative Treatment of the Diseases of the Horse, Neat Cattle 
and Sheep. Seventh Edition, revised and enlarged by C. Stbbl, MJLC.V.BJj. 
8vo. with Plates and Woodcuts, 18*. 

The HORSE: with a Treatise on Draught. By William Youatt. 
New Edition, revised and enlarged. 8vo. with numerous Woodcuts, 1 2s. Qd. 

The BOG. By the same Author. 8vo. with numerous Wood s, 6«. 

The DOG in HEALTH and DISEASE. By Stonehehgb. With 70 
Wood Engravings. Square crown 8vo. 10t. Qd. 

The GREYHOUND; By Stonbhbngb. Revised Edition, with 24 
Portraits of Greyhounds. Square crown 8vo. 109. Qd. 

The OX ; his Diseases and their Treatment: with an Essay on Parturi- 
tion in the Cow. By J. R. Dobso v. Crown 8vo. with Illustrations, Is. Qd. 



Works of Utility and General Information. 

The THEORY and PRACTICE of BANKING. By H. D. Maclbod, 
M.A.Barrister-at-Law. Second Edition, entirely remodelled. 2 vols. 8vo. 80*. 



21 NEW WORKS published BY LONGMANS AND 00. 



A DICTIONARY, Practical, Theoretical and Historical, of Com- 
merce and Commercial Navigation. By J. R. M'Oulloch. New and 
thoroughly revised Edition. 8vo. price 63*. cloth, or 70*. half-bd. In russia. 

The LAW of NATIONS Considered as Independent Political Commu- 
nities. By Sir Travebs Twiss, D.G.L. 8 vols. 8vo. 80s.; or separately, 
Past I. P«u»,12s. Pabt IL War, 18*. 

The CABINET LAWYER ; a Popular Digest of the Laws of England, 
Civil, Criminal, and Constitutional: intended for Practical Use and 
General Information. Twenty-third Edition. Fop. 8vo. price 7s. 8d. 

PEWTNER'S COMPREHENSIVE SPECIFIER; a Guide to the 
Practical Specification of every kind of Building-Artificers' Work: with 
Forms of Building Conditions and Agreements, an Appendix, Foot-Notes, 
and a copious Index. Edited by W. Young, Architect. Crown 8vo. price 6*. 

COLLIERIES and COLLIERS ; a Handbook of the Law and Leading 
Cases relating thereto. By J. C. Fowlzb, of the Inner Temple, Barrister. 
Second Edition. Fcp. 8vo. 7». 6d. 

The MATERNAL MANAGEMENT of CHILDREN in HEALTH and 
Disease. By Thomas Bull, M.D. Fcp. 5*. 

HINTS to MOTHERS on the MANAGEMENT of their HEALTH 
during the Period of Pregnancy and in the Lying-in Room. By the late 
Thomas Bull, M.D. Fcp. 5*. 

HOW to NURSE SICK CHILDREN; containing Directions which 
may be found of service to all who have charge of the Young. By Chables 
West, M.D. Second Edition. Fcp. 8vo. 1*. Gd. 

NOTES on LYING-IN INSTITUTIONS ; with a Proposal for Orga- 
nising an Institution for Training Midwives and Midwifery Nurses. By 
Florence Nightingale. With 5 Plans. Square crown 8vo. 7*. fid. 

VOTES on HOSPITALS. By Florence Nightingale. Third Edi- 
tion, enlarged ; with 18 Plans. Post 4to. 18*. 

CHESS OPENINGS. By F. W. Longman, Balliol College, Oxford. 
Fcp. 8vo. 2s. Qd. 

A PRACTICAL TREATISE on BREWING ; with Formula for Public 
Brewers, and Instructions for Private Families. By W; Black. 8vo. 10s. 6d . 

MODERN COOKERY for PRIVATE FAMILIES, reduced to a System 
of Easy Practice in a Series of carefully-tested Receipts. By Eliza Acton. 
Newly revised and enlarged Edition; with 8 Plates of Figures and 150 
Woodcuts. Fcp. 6s. 

WILLICH7S POPULAR TABLES, for ascertaining, according to the 
Carlisle Table of Mortality, the value of Lifehold, Leasehold, and Church 
Property, Renewal Fines, Reversions, &c. Seventh Edition, edited by 
Montague Mabbiott, Barrister-at-Law. Post 8vo. price 10s. 

MAUNDER'S TREASURY of KNOWLEDGE and LIBRARY of 




INDEX. 



ACFTON'S Modern Cookery • 28 

Allen's Four Discourses of Chrysostom .. 22 

Allies on Formation of Christendom . . . • 21 

Alpine Guide (The) 23 

A unold's Manual of English Literature . . 7 

Ahnott's Elements of FhyBics 11 

Authority and Conscience 19 

Autumn Holidays of a Country Parson .... 9 

Ayre'b Treasury of Bible Knowledge 20 

Bacon's Essays, by Whately 6 

Life and Letters, by Spbdding .. 6 

Works, edited by Spudding 6 

Bain's Logic, Deductive and Inductive .... 10 

Mental and Moral Science 10 

on the Senses and Intellect 10 

Ball's Alpine Guide 23 

Bayldon's Rents and Tillages 18 

Beaten Track* 22 

Becker's Charicles and Oallus 24 

Bentey's Sanskrit Dictionary 8 

Bernard on British Neutrality 1 

Bisset on Historical Truth 3 

Black's Treatise on Brewing 28 

Blaoxlby's German-English Dictionary . . 8 

Blaine's Rural Sports 26 

Veterinary Art 27 

Bloxam's Metals II 

Booth's Saint-Simon 3 

Boultbee on 39 Articles 19 

Bourns on Screw Propeller 18 

BOURNB'8 Catechism of the Steam Engine . 18 

. Handbook of Steam Engine .... 18 

Improvements in the Steam 

Engine 18 

Treatise on the Steam Engine . . 18 

Examples of Modern Engines .. 18 

Bowdler's Family Shakspearb 26 

Botd'S Reminiscences 4 

Brahley-Moorb's Six Sisters of the 

Valleys 24 

Bbandb's Dictionary of Science, Litera- 
ture, and Art 14 

Bray's Manual of Anthropology 10 

Philosophy of Necessity 10 

. on Force 10 

_ (Mrs.) Hartlond Forest .* 23 

B RO Wire's Exposition of the 39 Articles .... 19 

BBUNKL'aLifeofBuUNEii 4 

B UCKLE'S History of Civilization 4 

BULL'S Hints to Mothers 28 

Maternal Management of Children 28 

BUNSEN'S God in History 3 

Prayers 19 

BUHKB's Vicissitudes of Families 5 

Burton's Christian Church * 

Cabinet Lawyer 28 

Campbell's Norway 22 



Carnota's Memoirs of Pombal 

Cates'b Biographical Dictionary 5 

and Woodward's Encyclopaedia 4 

Cats' and Farlie's Moral Emblems 16 

Changed Aspects of Unch anged Truths .... 9 

Chesnby's Indian Polity 3 

■ Waterloo Campaign 2 

Chorale Book for England 16 

Christ the Consoler 19 

Clough's Lives from Plutarch 

Colenso (Bishop) on Pentateuch 21 

Colldigwood's Vision of Creation 25 

Commonplace Philosopher 8 

Conington's Translation of the JSneid. ... 26 

CONTANSBAU'sFrench-EnglishDictionariss 8 

Cobtbbabb and Howson'6 St. Paul 20 

Cotton's (Bishop) Lift .• 5 

Cooper's Surgical Dictionary 15 

Copland's Dictionary of Practical Medicine 15 

Counsel and Comfort from a City Pulpit.... 9 

Cox's Aryan Mythology 3 

Manual of Mythology 25 

Tale of the Great Persian War 2 

Tales of Ancient Greece 25 

and Jones's Popular Romances .... 23 

Crest's Encyclopaedia of Civil Engineering 17 

Critical Essays of a Country Panon 9 

Crookes on Beet-Root Sugar 16 

'S Chemical Analysis 11 

Cullky'S Handbook of Telegraphy 17 

Cusack'8 History of Ireland 3 

D'Attbignb's History of the Reformation 

in the time of Calvin 2 

Davidson's Introduction to New Testament 20 

Dead Shot (The), by Marksman W5 

Db la Rive's Treatise on Electricity 12 

Denison's Vice-Regal Life ...t 1 

Disraeli's Lord George Bentinck 4 

Novels and Tales 24 

Dobell's Medical Reports 15 

Dobson on the Ox 27 

DovBon8torms 11 

Doyle's Fairyland 16 

DREW'S Reasons of Faith 19 

Dyer's City of Rome 

Eabtlake's Hints on Household Taste .... 17 

Gothic Revival 17 

Elements of Botany 13 

Ellioott on the Revision of the English 

New Testament 19 

Commentary on Ephesians .... 20 

Commentary on Galatians .... 20 

Pastoral Epist. 20 

Philippians,&c. 20 

Thessalonia 20 
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